Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



THE LORD HERMITAGE. 



Vol. I. 



■^ 



2E 






NEW NOVEL BY yUSTIN MCCARTHY, 
Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra. Illustrated, aw., the Third Edition of 

Miss Misanthrope, 

By Justin McCarthy, Author of ** Dear Lady Disdain," &c. With 

za Illustrations by Arthur Hopkins. 
'* A novel which may be sipped like choice wine ; it is one to linfrer over and ponder ; 
to be enjoyed like fine, sweet air, or good company, for it is pervaded by a perfume of 
honesty and humour, of bieh feeling, of k ndly penetrating humour, of good sense, and 
wide knowledge of the world, of a mind rich.y cultivated and amply stored."— jDat;<y 
New*. 

MRS. LINTON'S NEW NOVEL. 
Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra. Illustrated, aw., the Second Edition of 

The World Well Lost. 

By E. Lynn Linton, Author of "Patricia Kemball," &c. With xa 

Illustrations by Henry French and J. Lawson. 

**If Mrs. Lynn Linton bad not already won a place among our foremost living 

novelists, she would have been entitled to it by her latest work of fiction— a book of 

singularly high and varied merit. Th«^ story rivets the attention of the reader at the 

outset, and holds him absorbed until the close."— Scotsman. 

NEW NOVEL BY MR. yAMES PA YN. 
Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, az^., the Second Edition of 

By Proxy. 

By Jambs Payn, Author of ** Lost Sir Massingberd," &c. With za 

Illustrations by Arthur Hopkins. 

"One of the most racy and entertaining of English noy^ia."— 'Illustrated London 
News. 

NEW NOVEL BY THE A UTHOR OF " JULIET'S GUARDIAN** 

Three Vols., crown Svo, 3ZJ. 6d. 

Deceivers Ever. 

By Mrs. H. Lovett Cameron. 

** This book is very refreshing to the jaded reviewer of contemporary fiction. . . . 
We cannot take leave of Mrs. Cameron without an expression of sincere admiration for 
a story whose interest never flags, for society which is often amusing and never tedious, 
as well as for many humorous touches, and not a little picturesque description." — 
Bxffnt^ter. 

CHATTO & WINDUS, PICCADILLY, W. 



LORD HERMITAGE 



^ ^obel 



JAMES GRANT 




/N THREE VOLUMES— VOL. I. 



ftonbon 

CHATTO & WINDUS, PICCADILLY 

187S 

IThi Right ej Ttamlatiat it RntrBtd\ 



2S! . 



^•]l 



THE LORD HERMITAGE. 

Vol. I. 



vi PREFACE, 

With regard to the peculiar character of 
Salome — one at which some may be dis- 
posed to cavil or speculate — I can only 
plead that I have, as Lord Lytton says, 
^^ availed myself of the marvellous agencies 
which have ever been at the legitimate 
command of the fabulist." 

25, Tavistock Eoad, Westboubne Pahk, W. 
May, 1878. 
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THE LORD HERMITAGE. 



CHAPTEE I. 

THE OTTER HUNT. 

** T17HAT fellow is this, and how comes it 
that he dares to interfere with the 
sport ? '* cried Lord Hermitage, furiously. 
** Bring him before me/' he added, deli- 
berately unwinding the cutting lash of his 
heavy hunting-whip. 

But not a man of all the many present 
would lay a hand upon the youth thus dis- 
courteously addressed, as he dared them all 
to the death, and grasped the butt-end of his 
fishing-rod, which was furnished with a steel 
pike of formidable aspect. 

** Who are you, fellow ? '' asked Lord Her- 
mitage, sternly. 

" One who is not wont to be addressed in 
such a tone^" replied the lad, proudly, but 
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looking as if he meant mischief, and with a 
furious expression in his dark face. The heir 
of Deloraine paused ere venturing to strike 
with his whip ; and at that precise moment it 
would not have been very safe work to have 
done so. 

His defier was a bold and beautiful lad, 
with an athletic and well-knit figure, a fine 
aquiline face and dark eyes, that were now 
flashing with fire as he confronted face to face, 
and front to front, the brutal and imperious 
man, for such he was, whom he now saw for 
the first time. 

** Pardon me, my lord," said a gentleman, 
pressing forward and arresting the uplifted 
whip, *^ but you must not strike this lad." 

The speaker was Colonel Kingsmuir of 
Kingsmuir, a fine old country and courteous 
gentleman, and one possessed of great in- 
fluence in that pastoral district. 

** And why, pray ? " continued the other, 
choking with rage. ** Has he not concealed the 
otter somewhere, and struck down our best 
dogs ? " 

*' He is a friend of mine/' 

** Oh, indeed, Colonel,*' said Hermitage 
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scowling, for by nature he was cruel, sus- 
picious, and tyrannical. 

** Yes — and he was with my family at the 
last county ball. How are you, Julian — tell 
me all about this ? " 

** So his name is Julian," said Lord 
Hermitage. ** What more ? '' 

*' Julian Melville — he is the grandson of 
the old Captain who lives at the Fairy 
Knowe, one of the prettiest places in the 
Forest." 

A close observer might have seen the 
deadly pallor that came over the face of 
Hermitage as the Colonel, all unconscious of 
the effect of his words, said this, and 
checking his horse. Lord Hermitage permitted 
the crowd of hunters and spectators to 
close between him and the object of his 
wrath. 

And now to explain the meaning of these 
words, and who the persons were that uttered 
them. 

Julian Melville — of whom* and his family 
we shall have much to relate anon — a fine, 
manly fellow, as we have said, though not 
yet in his twentieth year, had been quietly 
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fishing in one of the many clear and silvery 
tributariea of the Tweed which roll through 
the pastoral and mountainous district of 
Selkirk, known, 'par excellence still, in song 
and story, as the Forest of Ettrick. 

For hours, with all the characteristic 
patience of an angler, the lad had been 
whipping the stream, and with some success, 
as his basket attested, but in this pleasant 
task he was assisted by a companion of a very 
unusual kind. 

This was nothing more or less than an 
otter, one of the common kind, which, when 
spotted with white, is called by the Scottish 
peasantry " the King of the Otters." This 
animal he had caught when young, among 
the reeds in ** lone St. Mary's Loch." He 
carried home the cub in his fish-basket, and 
had so domesticated and trained it, that it 
responded to his voice like a dog, and he 
taught it to fish for him, regularly laying the 
spoil at his feet and diving in for more, after 
he had caressed^it, and given it some crumbs 
of biscuit. 

No doubt that, as a pet, it was a singular 
one, for its nose and the comers of its 
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mouth being furnished with long and bristling 
whiskers, its appearance was somewhat for- 
midable. Its legs were short, strong, broad, 
and muscular. Save for the spots, its colour 
was a deep brown, and it was about three 
feet long from the nose to the tip of its tail. 
Accompanied, then, by this strange com- 
panion, which in the olden time might have 
involved him in some peril in that super- 
stitious district, Julian Melville, expectant of 
a meeting with one who shed much brightness 
over his life then, had been quietly pursuing 
his fly-fishing, in a wild and solitary place 
where the stillness was unbroken by a sound, 
though the shepherds were wont to own that, 
in the grassy dell through which the trout- 
stream brawled, the jingle of unseen bridles 
ringing in the air often indicated the progress 
of a fairy journey, till he reached the ruin of 
an old cottage, half hidden amid the gigantic 
broom, some of which was blooming in per- 
fection, and part in rottenness and decay, as 
it is a curious fact with regard to the history 
of this hardy plant, that it attains its full 
growth in about eight years, and years again 
must elapse ere its fallen seed will vegetate. 
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Often the lad raised his head from the 
brown eddies in the stream and looked around 
him to where towered in solitude the mighty 
peaks of the Southern Highlands, a series 
of grassy heights, nearly all more than two 
thousand feet above the sea, intersected by 
gullets, glens, and narrow vales, a continuous 
sea of hills, without one mark of life^ or 
the dwelling-place of man upon its undulating 
surface. 

Suddenly a series of sounds came down 
the glen upon the breeze, and, swooping along 
the rushy bank of the mountain stream, the 
otter hunters, with a pack of hounds, came 
like a whirlwind, with noisy shouts and shrill 
yelpings and barking, accompanied by two 
gentlemen on horseback, to wit, the Lord 
Hermitage and his host Colonel Kingsmuir, 
who by chance had met the party, and, con- 
strained by the former, the latter had joined 
for the nonce in this brutiil sport, of which 
he by no means approved. 

In some anxiety for his tamed pet, Julian 
snatched it from the water, and concealing it 
in a hole in the ruined wall of the old cottage, 
stopped the aperture with his fish-basket and 
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coat, and in his shirt-sleeves stood, rod in 
hand, listening to the baying of the hounds 
and watching the progress of the hunt as it 
wound round a bend in the stream. 

The pack soon passed where he stood, and, 
little suspecting where his otter lurked, were 
diligently scouring the stream, and passed the 
ruined cottage. 

A man now rushed in front, to prevent 
the object of which they were in pursuit from 
getting into too deep water ; but soon after 
the hounds doubled back, and he joined them. 

** There he is, my lord— ^there he is, gentle- 
men ! " cried this fellow, who was clad in a 
hodden-grey suit and peasant's bonnet, and 
who was half shepherd, wholly poacher, and 
named Kingan Jannock ; and as he spoke, the 
brown-furred body of an otter was seen 
emerging from the shallower part of the 
stream, and rapidly scurrying across a dry 
portion of the bed, from which it plunged 
into deeper water, just as the whole of the 
excited pursuers came up. 

Fast and fiercely the hounds took up the 
scent, but, after going up and down the 
stream in vain, began to give those prolonged 
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and melancholy howls which indicate that 
they are on the trail, but in doubt ; for the 
hunted animal, after seeking dry land again, 
had betaken itself to its native stream a little 
further up ; thus the hounds lost all trace, 
and ran hither and thither completely at 
fault. 

Suddenly cries and baying resounded in 
another quarter; the dogs had, most natu- 
rally, scented Julian's hidden otter. In a 
moment his coat was torn out of the aperture 
in the old wall by one, his fish-basket by 

« 

another, and, springing out, the terrified 
animal took at once to the water; and all 
that passed now did so in less time than it 
will take us to recount it. 

In the deepest part of the stream the dis- 
tracted animal was seen to rise from time to 
time to breathe, and seemed to look round 
piteously for his master, who, in defiance of 
the shouts and curses of the indignant and 
perplexed huntsmen, strove to beat back the 
dogs, while again and again the round head 
and glossy skin of his pet were lost sight of 
as he dived deep down. 

** It is a King o' the Otters ! " shouted 
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Bingan Jannock, who was armed with a long 
stick. 

By this time, despite the blows of Julian 
Melville, who freely laid about him, all the 
hounds had plunged beyond his reach into 
the few square yards of water which were 
now left to this new object of pursuit ; and 
there, amid the high excitement of the on- 
lookers, they swam vigorously to and fro, 
. encouraged by the shouts of the huntsmen, 
many of whom were gentlemen fond of all 
kinds of sport, but many more of whom were 
shepherds, gamekeepers, and labourers. 

At last one hound more powerful than the 
rest seized the otter, and Julian's exclamations 
of rage were lost and blended in those of 
triumph that burst from the bystanders. 

Tamed though it had been by his hand, 
the otter was resolved not to perish without 
an eflfort, and biting the hound by the muzzle, 
held on with the tenacity of a bull-dog ; but 
the odds against him were terrible. 

The water of the pool was lashed and 
churned into bloody foam, and the dogs were 
all wedged in a mass around their victim, till, 
at a moment that served, the huntsman caught 
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the otter by the tail, which was about sixteen 
inches long, and drew it from their midst and 
tossed it high into the air. 

Falling, it never reached the ground, but 
fell on the upturned and reeking jaws of the 
soaked pd,ck, in whose hungry stomachs every 
vestige of it vanished in a twinkling — every 
dog there, from the grandest old hound to the 
most snappish otter terrier, vying with each 
other in the work of destruction and masti- 
cation. 

It was at this crisis that Julian Melville, 
while making futile efforts to rescue or re- 
venge the poor animal, had the sudden fracas 
with Lord Hermitage, whose daringly up- 
lifted hand and whip were arrested by old 
Colonel Kingsmuir, who said again and again, 
till the noble, as we have said, slunk back, 

^* Hermitage ! Hermitage ! you forget your- 
self." 

A handsome man, and in his prime — for 
Lord Hermitage was not yet much beyond 
his fortieth year ; he had the glazed roue 
eyes and the hla^t bearing of a man who had 
led one of the fastest of fast lives ; his eyes 
were dark, and his complexion olive; his 
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thick moustache was prematurely grizzled; 
his face was regular in its features, but 
stamped with lines that showed he had 
never restrained his evil passions or his fiery 
temper ; but now, under some secret influ- 
ence, which puzzled Colonel Kingsmuir, he 
was regarding, with a confused, baffled, and 
perplexed expression, the flushed, haughty, 
and indignant young fellow he had menaced. 

On the other hand, the brow of the latter 
smoothed, for the eye of his antagonist had a 
strange, mysterious, and magnetic effect upon 
him. From what source this sprung he could 
not then define, but he felt his heart thrill 
and his flesh creep, yet he said haughtily as 
he turned, 

** Allow me to remind you, sir, of the old 
copybook heading, * Good manners are no 
burthen, and civility costs nothing.' " 

/'I am sorry, Julian, for all that has 
occurred," said Colonel Kingsmuir, shaking 
his hand, ** but brawls are unseemly, amongst 
gentlemen especially, and here let the matter 
end. Will you accompany us down the river ? 
We are sure of finding other otters below the 
salmon weir." 
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** No, Colonel, thanks," said Julian, looking 
at his watch, and hastily taking his rod to 
pieces; '*my way Ues in an opposite direc- 
tion." 

And with a low bow to the courteous old 
officer, he took his way up the stream, to meet 
one whom Kingsmuir, perhaps, little suspected 
him of meeting ; while the otter hunters with 
their hounds, now flushed and eager for fresh 
prey, proceeded on their chase along the 
pastoral glen. 

More than once did Lord Hermitage, with an 
inscrutable expression of eye, turn in his saddle 
and look after the lessening and retiring figure 
of Julian, till Kingan Jannock, with the cring- 
ing and favour-seeking bearing of the vulgar 
when addressing a man of superior rank, crept 
close to his stirrup, and said, 

"He is not worth your lordship's con- 
sideration, and a good lash o' your whip might 
have taught him to mmd his ain affairs." 

" And his name is Melville," said Hermitage, 
ponderingly, and heedless of the fellow's re- 
mark. 

" Aye, my lord ; he and his brother Gerard 
ca' themselves Melville," continued Jannock 
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in a sneering tone ; ** but whether it be their 
legal name or no the de'il only can say — I say 
naught." 

*' Silence, fellow, and fall back," said Lord 
Hermitage, haughtUy, on which the peasant 
slunk away abashed. 

Enraged and thoroughly ruflSed by the 
whole affair, the outrage and affront put so 
publicly upon him, Julian felt that it would 
take all the sweetness and blandishments of 
her he had promised to meet to soothe the 
gust of passion that swelled within him. But 
to Colonel Kingsmuir he felt most grateful for 
his intervention, as otherwise the fracas might 
have ended disastrously ; for had Lord Her- 
mitage actually struck him, Julian, in the 
blindness and height of his fury, would in- 
fallibly have dashed him from his horse, and 
perhaps half killed him. 



CHAPTER II. 

HAPPY DAY-DBEAMS. 

TTIS pet — a grotesque one, certainly — the 
tame otter, was dead, devoured before his 
eyes ; but of its fate he thought less than of 
the affront put upon him by Lord Hermitage, 
and as if he would leave his thoughts, with 
the scene of it, behind him, he strode up the 
glen till he began to near the dark woodlands 
amid which the quaint old manor house of 
Kingsmuir nestled under the brows of three 
great sheltering hills. 

The steep conical roofs and vanes, of its 
turrets (for it was an edifice built in the Scoto- 
French fashion of the days when Mary of 
Lorraine was Regent) could be seen peeping 
between the clumps of Scottish fir by which 
it was surrounded — ^the genuine old fir, that 
flourishes best among the mountains, where the 
dusky red of its gnarled trunk and the sombre 
hue of its foliage form a pleasing accompani- 
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ment to the solemnity of the crags and rocks, 
and where, unlike the species of fir called 
** Scotch " in an evil hour by landscape gar- 
deners, it often attains the height of a hundred 
feet. 

When Julian came in sight of the stately 
old mansion, as seen at the end of a woody 
vista, where the dun deer nestled or browsed 
among the green waving fern ; when he saw 
in the background, on the hilly slope, its great 
home-farm, its fields in all the golden exuber- 
ance of an early harvest, falling fast beneath 
the scythes of the reapers ; the white bearded 
barley, the acres of ripened grasses, and mea- 
dows where the cattle browsed amid the rich 
clover, the green swelling hills dotted with 
thousands of white sheep that seemed like 
snow-flakes in the distance; and when he 
thought of all Colonel Kingsmuir's landed 
wealth, and wealth that came from many 
other sources, his high position in the county, 
and the aspirations in which he was entitled 
to indulge with regard to the settlement of 
his three handsome daughters in life, poor 
Julian's heart died within him ; and he 
thought what madness it was in him, with- 
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out name, or rank, or fortune, or even a pro- 
fession, to yield to the love with which Kate, 
the eldest, and perhaps the most beautiful, had 
inspired him. 

In the fall flush of her girlish love, but 
little, perhaps, did Kate Kingsmuir consider, 
as yet, the eventualities of the future, though 
he had begun to do so now. The vast dis- 
parity in their fortune and circumstances could 
not fail to impress the more reflective Julian. 

Of his father he had not the slightest re- 
collection whatever; his mother had died 
soon after giving birth to himself and his 
brother Gerard — leaving them as helpless and 
penniless orphans to the care and bounty of 
their maternal grandfather, old Captain Mel- 
ville, of Fairy Knowe, a man with somewhat 
limited means, but a gentleman of high and 
spotless reputation, beloved by all who knew 
him; and under his eye they had been 
reared and educated, till now close on the 
verge of manhood, without any means having 
been actively taken for their further and future 
advancement in life. 

That there was a difference in the length 
of their respective purses had no effect on 
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the friendly intercourse between Colonel 
Kingsmuir and the old Captain, after he came 
from a distance to settle in ^*the Forest;" 
as they deemed themselves on a perfect 
equality and footing, as brother officers, as 
joint Justices of the Peace, and Commissioners 
of Supply for the County. 

Their young people met on still greater 
terms of equality. Gerard Melville, a fair 
and handsome lad, with hair of golden brown 
and dark hazel eyes, like those of the swarthier 
Julian, was more of a student than the latter, 
whose hands were seldom without the gun, 
the fishing-rod, or the salmon-leister. "When 
not wdth his book« — and very mystical some 
of these were — or with his brother, to whom 
he was tenderly attached (for these two were 
so lonely in the world, having apparently 
neither kith nor kin therein, save the old Cap- 
tain), he would spend hours by himself among 
the ruins of the district, such as Deuchar 
Tower 6r Yarrowside, Kirkhope or Thirlstane, 
peopling them in fancy with the men of other 
times ; or he would lie for hours on the 
broomy knolls, with his eyes fixed on the 
fast-changing clouds, indulging in day-dreams, 
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weaving out the vague future ; and often, 
though none knew it then, communing in 
spirit with his dead mother; for it was on his 
callow cheek, as the youngest of her twin- 
younglings, that her last lingering kiss was 
bestowed, ere she passed away from both for 
ever — save in the visions of the night. 

Julian and Kate Kingsmuir had been com- 
panions as children, since the days when they 
had used the same skipping-rope, and set 
traps together to catch the robins and sparrows 
— the contrivance being formed by a slate, a 
piece of stick, a string, and a handful of 
crumbs in a tiny hole — a trap to be watched 
for hours in thrilling eagerness. 

As years went on, they met, season after 
season, in their holiday times ; thus the boy 
and girl companions rapidly became boy and 
girl lovers. They never quarrelled, and Kate 
would gladly leave all her companions, and 
every manner of gaiety, to ramble with Julian 
on the grassy brae-sides, between the fragrant 
hedgerows, unknown to all but themselves, 
though their seniors would, no doubt, have 
laughed, as a^J old folks do, at the love of a 
boy and girl. 
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They had no secrets from each other ; he 
fished with her, read, sketched, and rode with 
her ; and it was for her that he shot a golden 
pheasant and procured its wing for her hat ; but 
the time was drawing near-^as year by year 
it did — ^when they could no longer be deemed 
children. 

Julian had climbed some of the highest 
crags in Ettrick, in the spirit of chivalry rather 
than boyish bravado, to obtain for her — though 
he sought it in vain — ^the eagle-stone, without 
the aid of which, superstition averred, no 
eaglets could be hatched in the nest. 

A little secrecy became necessary in their 
interviews now, for the care of a watchful 
governess had to be circumvented; yet un- 
known to her and to all their jfriends, save the 
studious Gerard, and Kate's particular friend 
and gossip. Amy Kerr of Kershope (for when 
in love a young girl must have a confidant), 
when season and time suited, they met at 
stated times, these two, often ostensibly to 
hunt for ferns where Julian alone knew rare 
specimens were to be found ; and often they 
watched together the sunset &ding out in 
crimson on lines of fire upon the peaks of wild 
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Minchmoor or Ettrick-Pen, till the shadows 
deepened in the grassy glens and the heads of 
the mountains were wreathed in descending 
clonds. 

Another year found them still more com- 
pelled to study appearances and the conven- 
tionalities of society, as, save to herself and the 
two just named, Julian was unknown to all as 
the lover of Kate Kingsmuir. 

In this matter her fiiend Amy, a light- 
hearted and gay girl of her own age, was an 
unwilling ally, as her mind was filled with 
all the vast stores of Mudie's monthly box, 
and she wove all manner of brilliant romances 
out of Kate's love affair, while loving Julian 
too ! 

Would a time ever come when those bright 
day-dreams, those joyous and happy, happy 
hours of *' love's young dream," were to be 
looked back to through a sad vista, and amid 
perils, sorrow, and suffering in a far-away land, 
as in winter we look back to the glories, the 
sunshine, and gladness of a departed summer 
— ^but a winter that no sweet summer was to 
follow ? 

That, the future alone could unfold. 
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Filled already by the doubts to which we 
have referred, Julian surveyed with more of 
sadness than of envy the stately house and 
woodlands of Kingsmuir, which had been so 
named from having been a part of the primeval 
forest, cut down and cleared by order of King 
Alexander III., in the thirteenth century, 
because a Wood Demon was said to haunt it. 

In the thick green hedgerows that bordered 
the chase a little white wicket opened, and 
the light, lithe figure of Kate Kingsmuir 
issued therefrom. She was dressed in white, 
trimmed with blue ribbon, and twirled on her 
shoulder a little white parasol lined with pink, 
perhaps to impart a tint to her fair and deli- 
cate face, which was of the pale order of 
beauty, pale and patrician ; her eyes were 
lustrous, dark, and gentle, and her hair, of rich 
— almost ruddy brown, was finely and firmly 
braided round her well-shaped head, under 
her smart hat, which was encircled by a single 
white ostrich feather. 

There was a bright and loving expression 
in her face, and a lithe lightness in her step, 
as she hastened to meet her lover, though 
usually she had an indolent and careless grace 
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of action peculiar to herself, and now a shy, 
tender smile was hovering abont her haughty 
little mouth, producing two dimples that 
certainly added to her girhsh beauty ; but her 
face assumed an instant expression of inquiry 
as she detected, with all a woman's quickness 
of perception, the cloud that lowered on 
Julian's brow and dark thoughtful eyes. 

** Thanks, love Kate — ^you are delightfully 
punctual," said he, taking prisoner her willing 
little hand. 

** I ever am, when not interrupted by some- 
one or something — ^but, dear Julian, what is 
the matter? — tell me, Julian," she added, for 
she loved to repeat his name — to her it 
savoured of passion and romance, and she 
always uttered it, ^ven to herself, lingeringly 
and lovingly, and while pursing up her mouth 
into the most kissable of pink rosebuds. 

He then in a few words told her of the 
otter hunt and the scene that had occurred 
near the old ruined cottage, a place that she 
knew well, for there the pink foxglove and the 
blue fairy-bells grew in great profusion. 

Her dark eyes sparkled as she listened, and 
her breast heaved. 
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" How dared Lord Hermitage insult you 
thus ? " she exclaimed. 

" I thank your good father for staying his 
hand. Had that whip touched me, by my 
mother's soul, Kate, I would have struck him 
down like a dog." 

"And he would have deserved it." 

* ' No man ever addressed me in such terms 
before, and in presence of a rabble of hinds 
too ! " 

"Do not look thus, dear Julian, and do 
not swear by the soul of anyone, living or 
dead." 

''Why, Kate?" 

" Because it sounds wicked, and your 
mother is dead, Julian. Where did she die ? " 

" Nearer the Border — before we came 
hither." 

"And your father died, my poor Julian, 
when you were quite young. Where did lit 
die ? " 

" I do not know — somewhere abroad : it 
seems a painful subject to my good grand- 
father, so I never approach it," replied Julian, 
crimsoning, in spite of himself, as he thought 
that there was some mystery in the family 
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history; " but why these questions just now, 
darlmg ? " 

"Because Amy's mother — Mrs. Kerr of 
Kershope — was expressing some curiosity on 
the subject at dinner yesterday." 

'' Why? " asked Julian, curtly. 

'* I know not, dear — all that mattered 
nothing to her." 

*' Or to anyone save me." 

** Say W5," urged the girl, with a tender and 
caressing smile. 

** Us, then, love Kate ; but as for this Lord 
Hermitage " 

*' I shall scold him well to-night — though 
he is old enough to be my father." 

" To-night ? " 

'* Yes — he is on a visit to us, and a young 
lady, you know, may say what she pleases.'' 

*' Especially, my own Kate, one so sweet 
and adorable as you are." 

"I am so sorry that this aflfair occurred, 
Julian, for papa will not probably ask you or 
Gerard to Kingsmuir during the visit of 
Hermitage. He too is called Julian — so 
strange, is it not ? " 

** Only a coincidence, Kate." 
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** But the name is not a common one, 
Julian, and I am so pleased that it is not so. 
You might have been called Thomas or John." 

'' Or Nebuchadnezzar — * the rose, by any 
other name,'you know the rest,'' said he, laugh- 
ing, as he kissed her ; * • but will this nuisance 
of a fellow stay long at Kingsmuir ? " 

'* I think not; his father the Earl — old 
Lord Deloraine — is failing fast, and though the 
Lord Hermitage is neither the most dutiful of 
sons nor most unimpeachable of characters, 
as I heard Mrs. Kerr tell mamma, still family 
affairs require his presence at Deloraine, 
which, of course you know, stands quite on 
the other side of Ettrick and ever so many 
miles from here." 

" I have barely ever heard of Lord Her- 
mitage." 

" He has been for years upon years abroad 
on diplomatic service, papa told me." 

*' Abroad — I wish he had remained there, 
and as far away as possible." 

Julian spoke unthinkingly ; but erelong he 
was to have too much reason for the wish 
he expressed. After a pause, Kate said, while 
interlacing her white fingers on her lover's 
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arm, and casting down her long and almost 
black eyelashes, 

** Lord Hermitage is thought a very hand- 
some man — at least, mamma says so — though 
of course a little wild," 

'^ A little wild ! — he is an impudent brute! " 
said Julian, hotly, 

''Now don't talk thus, Julian." 

''Wherefore, Kate?'' 

"Because you must know," she replied, a 
little coquettishly, "that he has developed 
suddenly — quite suddenly — a great admiration 
of me, and mamma quite teases me about it." 

There was an unintentional sting in . the 

girl's playful remark. The countenance of 

Julian fell, and Kate perceived this instantly, 

- " I only jest, Julian dear — oh, you foolish 

boy ! think how old — quite old he is." 

" Only some forty years or so." 

' ' And he admires me ! I daresay he does ; 
is no one to have eyes for me but yow, Julian ? 
But kiss me and tell me that you love me," 
she added, clinging to his arm with all her 
might. 

"Love you! — oh, who could fail to love 
you ! " said Julian, with quivering lips, as he 
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pressed her to his breast ; but started back as 
two horsemen with a groom were seen galloping 
down the road that wound through the glen. 

**Here come papa and Lord Hermitage! 
I would rather they did not see me here — ^with 
you I mean," said Kate, hurriedly. 

** Then farewell, darling," said Julian, open- 
ing the wicket ; * * you will meet me here again 
at the same hour to-morrow with the new 
photo you promised me, and, failing that, on 
the next." 

** I uever fail you, JuUan," said the girl, as 
she lifted her sweet face aflfectionately and con- 
fidingly to her handsome lover, who kissed her 
again, once, twice — ^perhaps thrice — and then 
she tripped laughingly away, while his eyes 
and his heart followed her. 

!By this time the horsemen had disappeared, 
having made a detour round the park en- 
closures ^— ** the policy," as it is called in 
Scotland — to enter the avenue by the great 
gate, on the grey massive arch of which the 
dark green ivy and rich virginia-creepers were 
fast covering up and hiding the many quarter- 
ings in the antique stone scutcheons of the old- 
line of Kingsmuir. 



CHAPTER III. 

THE CASTLE OP DELORAINE. 

AI/HILE the imperious personage whom we 
have just introduced to the reader as 
the Lord Hermitage lingered at the house of 
Kingsmuir, his arrival and presence were im- 
patiently awaited elsewhere, at the abode of 
his father, the Earl of Deloraine, who was 
now sinking fast of disease and years com- 
bined. 

Situated in a sequestered part of the Forest 
of Ettrick, and adjoining in one place the 
lands of the House of Buccleuch, to which in 
ages past the Scotts of Deloraine owed feudal 
service, the castle of that name, one of the 
stateliest of its kind, looks down upon one of 
the many tributaries of the Tweed, from its 
perch on the summit of an isolated rock. 
The readers of Scott will readily recall the 
name, and how we are told, in the opening of 
the *^Lay of the Last Minstrel," that when 
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the Lady of Buccleuch required a trusty 
messenger to bring the Magic Book from 
Melrose, 

** Then from amid the armed train 
She called to her William of Peloraine : 
A stark moss-trooping Scot was he, 
As ere couched Border lance by knee ; 
Through Solway sands and Tarras moss 
Blindfold he knew the paths to cross ; 
By wily turns and desperate bounds 
Had baffled Lord Piercy*s best bloodhounds." 

From whatever point it is approached, the 
stately bulk of the great Border keep absorbs 
the eye, as it towers above the narrow vale, 
the banks of which are fringed with luxuriant 
coppice. A great stone block of giant height, 
it is all built of squared and polished ashler, 
terminating in a machicolated and projecting 
battlement, furnished with tourelles at the 
angles, and conical roofs of grey slab, above 
which rise its vast square chimneys. 

In ancient times it was surrounded by a 
barbican, and was entered by a doorway 
situated on the upper floor, by means of a 
movable bridge ; but in these our days of 
gas, steam, and rural police, the former has 
been replaced by a stately terrace, and for the 
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latter a handsome modem portal has been 
substituted on a level with the basement, and 
from thence a noble staircase ascends to the 
ancient hall, the height of which is so vast, 
that it was said of old that a moss-trooper 
could stand in his stirrups and fail to reach 
the arched roof with his Scottish lance, six 
ells in length. 

Every appliance that wealth and luxury 
can furnish in these our days had now re- 
placed much, if not all the rude barbarism of 
such a dwelling, that was built for the old 
fighting times of feud and invasion. The 
loopholes for arrows or arquebuses still remain ; 
but the iron gratings of the windows have 
long since given place to plate glass, and in 
every way the abode was and is — if massive, 
grim, and baronial, like hundreds of similar 
dwellings that stud all the Scottish Borders — 
yet a magnificent one. 

In past ages it had more than once been 
roughly handled by the English Lords Mar- 
chers ; by the Spaniards of Gamboa, and the 
German Reiters of Wolfenstein, in the wars 
of Henry VIII. ; and though last, not least, by 
the cannon of Old Noll, after the battle of 
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Dunbar, as a battered portion pf its southern 
wall still attests ; yet despite all that fashion- 
able upholsterers had done internally, the old 
keep of Deloraine was still an epitome of the 
historic past. 

In hall, corridor, and library were trophied 
coats of mail, old banners, and stags' horns; and 
in some of the apartments that were but little 
used now, were hearths intended for wood 
fires alone, with andirons — ^heraldic wivems 
and dragons — to support the logs ; with high- 
backed chairs, carved prie-dieux, and quaint 
old cabinets ; and on every place where they 
could be borne, from the entrance door to 
the footmen's buttons, were the armorial 
ensigns of Deloraine, or, a bend . azure, with 
a star between two crescents, and the motto 
Amo. 

Old though the family, the title, of which 
they were so vain, was not ; but being ennobled 
in 1706, the year before the union of the 
crowns, the present Earl of Deloraine, who 
now sat lonely and querrulously gazing into 
the embers of a huge fire that blazed in the 
great stone fire-place of the dining-hall, was 
fond 6f boasting that his ancestor was the 
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last Scottish peer created by Anne in her 
capacity of Queen of Scotland alone. 

Even in these railway times some grim 
legends hover about the castle. It has, of 
course, a haunted room, or rather a hidden 
chamber, into which on certain nights of the 
year strangers or guests have been said to 
find their way, and there beheld terrible 
things, enough to turn their brains. 

The most notable of these was the ad- 
venture of Willie of Kinninmont, and that 
ilk, who, in the early part of the last century, 
leaving the hall, with more wine than he 
could comfortably carry, in search of his own 
room, tumbled somehow into another, when 
he suddenly found himself in the midst of 
Skeleton ball, in which the ghostly guests 
danced reels to the clanking of their own 
fleshless hands, and the clatter of their equally 
fleshless jaws. 

Another source of many a grim legend is 
the Dule-tree of Deloraine, which had been in 
full foliage generations before the Kingsmuir 
had been made by axe and fire, and when 
old Ettrick Forest had been in all its um- 
brageous glory. 



k 
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Age has hollowed its centre, and the strong 
branch from which many a contumacious 
vassal and many an English moss-trooper, 
taken red-handed, had been "hung in his 
boots," has long since fallen to the ground ; 
but the old King of the Forest still stands as 
in the days when these tragedies occurred 
before the castle gate, when the tiny fairies 
danced on the sward beneath it at night, and 
when an English banner waved on Selkirk 
towers, and Aymer de Valence, ** Proud Pem- 
broke's haughty Earl," kept watch and ward 
there with his archers and billmen, till the 
avenging Scots came sweeping through the 
Forest, led by the Lord of Castle Dangerous. 

But enough of archseology. 

Lost in proud, angry, and regretful thought, 
the old Earl sat gazing into the fire, idling 
alone after a late luncheon. The cigar, 
which he held between the thin, white,'^and 
tremulous fingers of his right hand, had gone 
out ; his left toyed with a glass of choice old 
Madeira, which bad been carefully iced for 
him by the butler; his slippered feet rested 
on a velvet stool, and he lay back, almost at 
length, in his luxurious easy chair. 

VOL. I. D 
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By his side were two aged and nearly 
blind staghoonds asleep upon outspread deer 
skins. 

Verging on his seventieth year, WiUiam, 
Earl of Deloraine, was a pale, thin, and very 
wasted looking man, yet aristocratic in £Eke6 
and bearing ; his aquiline nose and the square 
contour of his forehead suggested that he had 
been bom to command ; the glitter that came 
at times into his proud, keen, and hawk-like 
eye, betokened intelligence, yet all his life long, 
like his only son Hermitage, he had been the 
plaything of vice and the slave of his passions, 
till he had alike undermined his health and 
most seriously impaired his exchequer ; and 
he found himself old and worn — old far be- 
yond his years, and powerless to repair 
either. 

His hope of clearing away the many en- 
cumbrances on his estate rested naturally on 
the chance of his son and heir contracting a 
wealthy marriage; but Hermitage for years 
past had been steeped in dissipation, and so 
drowned in debt that he had to become a 
species of exile, and on some so-called diplo- 
matic service had been long abroad, and had 



k 



THE CASTLE OF DELORAINE. 35 

doubtless contracted many entanglements, the 
nature of which the old roue Earl, from his 
own past experiences, could but too readily 
suspect. 

Now that he had actually come back to 
Britain at last, and was only just past his 
fortieth year, the Earl began to hope that 
something might be done — though heiresses 
are not quite so plentiful as blackberries— to 
cleat the debts off Deloraine, and, it might be, 
-to have the name and title perpetuated ; for 
the Earl's brothers and cousins had all died 
fong since — a few honourably in action, but 
more of the family failing, dissipation. 

Yet despite the knowledge and conviction 
that such a career is degrading, and that the 
peer who stains his nobility deserves to lose 
his coronet, the Earl was inordinately vain 
of his ancestral title and noble blood; and 
often, when writing to his son, reminded him 
that in contracting a marriage he must, if 
possible, do so with one of not less rank than 
his own. 

" * I can give you fieffr and privileges ; but 
I cannot make you noble,' so said thiB 
EmperiHT Sig^niund in reply to a plebeian 
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who sought to be ennobled; and yon most 
ever keep this in view before yon, Julian,'' 
said Deloitiine in one of his shakily written 
letters; and well would it have been for 
father and son had they always kept the 
spirit of this before them in all their actions. 

He drained his glass of Madeira, tossed 
his half-smoked cigar into the fire, and 
muttered to himself, 

" Kingsmuir, Eingsmuir ! What is he do- 
ing, or why is the fool dawdling there ? Kings- 
muir has girls — attractive ones too — Vyb 
seen worse ; I've seen worse," he continued, 
as something of a rotic leer came into his old 
puckered eyes; **but Hermitage must have 
seen many better, so he can't mean matrimony 
in that quarter. If he did — if he did I " 

Deloraine paused and grasped the carved 
knobs of his arm-chair with his thin bony 
hands, and an angry gleam came to his 
withered face. 

" But no — no ; did he marry all the three 
girls their money would not clear half the 
mortgages over Deloraine," hiB resumed, 
bitterly. ** Old — old ; no heir save Her- 
mitage, and he not duly wedded yet. What 
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the devil does he mean ? Years are coming 
on him ; is the fellow mad ? " 

The Earl glanced at a portrait above the 
mantelpiece ; it represented Earl William of 
Queen Anne's time, in all his bravery as 
Colonel of the Scottish Horse Grenadier 
Guards, which he led at Blenheim and 
Bamillies. 

** Yet I remember to have heard some 
strange rumours of a marriage or elopement 
with some girl," resumed the Earl, conversing 
with himself, as the old who are much alone 
are apt to do ; *' to whom — to whom — bah ! 
She would be some worthless intriguante 
doubtless, for no such person was with him 
at Vienna." He then ground his false teeth, 
and almost laughed at the next idea. **In 
the moat below that window there was 
drowned, yes, and buried too, in the days of 
James V., a woman whom an ancestor of 
ours degraded himself by marrying, and her 
spirit still haunts the place, say the vulgar, 
on stormy nights ; but, by Jove, we can't 
play such tricks now. I can but curse him — 
curse him, if he mars my plans ! ugh — ^ugh — 
ugh I '* 
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And a violent fit of oonghing nearly 
choked this amiable descendant of the '' stark 
moss-trooping Scot " who rode in his mail 
to Melrose ; but our next chapter may throw 
some light on the perplexities which beset 
him regarding some of the movements of his 
son and heir, and many of the old rumours 
concerning him. 




CHAPTER IV. 

AT FAIRY KNOWE. 

TpULL of love and implicit trust, and too 
young to feel aught of fear or jealousy, 
Julian Melville walked hopefully homeward, 
with his well-filled basket slung over his 
shoulder, and rehearsing, or conning over as 
he went, all that Eate Kingsmuir had said, 
while a smile of delight spread ever and anon 
over his face, as he thought of how charming 
she had looked with her pure complexion, 
her dark liquid eyes, and heavy masses of 
ruddy b™ Jh«,7 

He disliked the Lord Hermitage, and would 
be glad to hear that he was out of the locality, 
as he devoutly wished never to meet him 
again ; and he paused at times in his home- 
ward way to look around him, for though 
Julian was of course familiar with his native 
scenery, its solemn grandeur never palled 
upon him. 
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It was the autumn of the year. 

Smking westward now, the ruddy sun threw 
the dark shadows of the vast mountains far 
and deep across the silent glens, where by 
the wayside pools and sedgy fallows the 
groups of cattle lingered, and from whence no 
sound cflbme but perhaps the rumble of a great 
cart laden from the cornfield, with a freight 
of noisy children on its summit ; but that of 
which Julian was most sensible, was the 
mingled sweetness and solemnity of the mighty 
hills amid which lay his home, in the heart 
of the Southern Highlands. 

Nestling in one of the gullets or lesser 
glens amid the solitude, about a mile from the 
nearest village, stood the modest dwelling of 
the old soldier, his grandfather — ^Fairy Knowe, 
so called from the small wooded eminence it 
crowned. It was a two-storeyed cottage, or 
rather, an edifice consisting of one floor with 
dormer window^^ above, and the walls and 
roof of which were covered with interwoven 
masses of ivy aiid virginia-creeper. 

In the garden before it the flowers were 
folding up their leaves now, and the bees, 
laden with the luscioi^s spoil of distant 
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meadows, were humming drowsily. Tall old 
elms towered in the background, and in these, 
all undisturbed, the dusky rooks had built 
their nests for years. Masses of shadow were 
beginning to creep all over the cottage and 
its locality, but the light of a blazing fire 
came cheerily forth from the dining-room, 
where Julian knew his old grandfather would 
be dozing in his well-worn arm-chair, or 
indulging in sad retrospection of the past — 
for his life had not been an unchequered one. 

Here for some sixteen years had the old 
officer abode with his two grandsons, his only 
living relations, in perfect comfort, if not in 
luxury. His means were small, his interest 
less, and now he found them on the confines 
of manhood without a future distinctly defined 
for them, though both were well educated 
and accomplished ; but his highest hopes 
were of Gerard, who was studious, bookish, 
and thoughtful ; and even now, when Julian 
entered the room, his brother had a pile of 
literature littering the floor beside his chair, 
and in his hand a volume on which he was 
intent. 

Opposite sat Captain Melville, a thin but 
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hale man, between his sixtieth and seventieth 
year, intent on a newspaper — doubtless the 
**War Office Gazette," to which he always 
turned first, as regularly as if he expected to 
see his own name appearing there again. 
He was perfectly bald, and the silver hair that 
lingered about his temples was as white as 
his now long, drooping, and untrimmed mous- 
tache. 

He had regular aquiline features, dark 
eyes, that when he was animated glistened 
under his white eyebrows ; a carriage of the 
head and the general bearing of one who had 
been drilled and used to command; yet he 
was gentle as a woman, guileless as a child, 
and of him we may say as Sterne wrote of 
his father, the old captain of Handyside's Foot, 
'' he was in temper rapid and hasty, but of a 
kindly sweet disposition, and so innocent in 
his own intentions that he suspected no one ; 
so that you might have cheated him ten times 
a day if nine had not been sufficient for your 
purpose/' 

*' Hollo, Julian," said Gerard, looking up 
from his book, ** where is your tame otter ? " 

'^ Lost at last," added the old gentleman. 
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laughing; '* I always thought your eccentric 
pet would give you the slip, and by taking 
to its old element leave pussy there alone/' 
and he pointed to the cosey cat that was 
winking on a hassock before the ruddy sea- 
coal fire. 

Julian rather grimly handed his fish-basket 
to a. servant, and almost ere she had with- 
drawn, in haste and anger related his encounter 
with the otter hunters, and the fracas with the 
insolent Lord Hermitage, at the mention of 
whose name his grandfather started as if 
stung by a scorpion, while his sunken eyes 
sparkled with fire, and grasping with trembling 
hands the arms of his chair, he sat very up- 
right in it, and, as if he scarcely took in the 
sense of what Julian said, asked him to repeat 
it all over again, which — as indignation, like 
laughter, is often infectious — the lad did with 
growing anger. 

** Hermitage to raise his whip to you ! " 
exclaimed the Captain. ^' Has that infamous 
wretch come to the front again — come hither 
to cumber the peaceful country side ? " 

'* They have always been a bad lot, these 
Deloraines," said Gerard. ** Is there not an old 
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legend that tells ns of a wild Lord of Deloraine 
who married a beantifol girl whom he met 
when hunting in Ettrick Forest, and that this 
girl's mother was a witch, who had fed her 
on adders and serpents, like the damsel of whom 
we read in Aristotle's Secretum Secretanm f '* 

*' Yes, and that some of her devilish nature 
has been said to appear at times in all the 
race/' added his brother, mockingly. 

** Julian ! Gerard ! you know not what you 
say," said Captain Melville, with a little 
asperity or impatience in his tone ; and then the 
old man remained for a long time with his 
reverend head bowed upon his breast, which 
seemed to heave as if each respiration was 
painful ; and he appeared to Julian's anxious 
eye to age — ^yea, to grow older, even as they 
looked upon him. 

Making an effort, as if to rouse himself and 
emerge from a sea of thoughts that seemed 
to flow over him, wave after wave, the gaze of 
the old man wandered dreamily over some of 
his cherished household gods — the busts of 
Wellington and Nelson on the mantelpiece; 
above them his old regimental^ sword, crossed 
with one presented by the hand of his coloiiel, 
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when the latter lay dymg in the breach of an 
Indian fortress ; some old battle pictures ; his 
medals and epaulettes — those honourable 
badges of the past — under a glass shade ; a 
picture of his dead daughter in her bright, 
happy girlhood ; a stiffly grouped and nearly 
faded out photo of all the men of his company, 
taken when he bade adieu to the Royal Scots 
Fusiliers, every man of which would have 
died for him ; then his eyes closed heavily, 
and he seemed on the verge of weeping. 

His grandsons had often seen him deeply 
depressed, but never so much moved before. 

" I am sorry, grandfather, that the circum- 
stance of Lord Hermitage insulting me affects 
you thus," said Julian, laying a hand caress- 
ingly on the old man's neck ; " but twice my 
age though he is '* 

*'Aye, more than twice your age, my boy, 
by two years at least." 

' * You know his age very exactly, grand- 
father." 

**I have fatal reason- — too fatal reason, 
Julian. Well?" . : 
^ * ' But for. Colonel Kingsmuir I should- have 
struck hiin down like a dog ! ". 
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"Thank God my good friend prevented 
you." 

" What ! why should I not have done so, a 
lord though he be ? He bears my name of 
Julian, too." 

'* Nay, boy, nay, 'tis you who bear fez's." 

" I— I— how— why ? " 

** He is your father, boy." 

The brothers stood as if thunderstruck, and 
looked at each other, pale and trembling. 

" Our father ! " they exclaimed together, 
and incredulously. 

*' What madness is this ? " asked Julian. 

'* What mystery ? oh, speak, grandfather ! " 
implored Gerard. 

" A shameful and a sorrowful secret kept 
till now," groaned the proud yet gentle old 
man, as he wept ; and the tears of the aged 
are sad and harrowing to behold. 

'* Grandfather," said Julian, after a pause, 
** this terrible grief is too deep to be without full 
reason ; but whence our name of Melville ? " 

** You are the children of my daughter — 
not of a son ; I never had a son," replied the 
old man, almost passionately, and with a 
hunted expression \xl his now flashing eyes. 
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* * Could you bear the name of one who foully 
wronged her ? " 

The two young men grasped each other's 
hands mstmctively, and looked at each other 
sadly and inquiringly, and then turned to the 
sorely stricken old man, who had buried his 
wrinkled face in his tremulous hands, and 
rocked himself to and fro; while the bitter 
corroboration of many galling suspicions that 
had occurred to them in past years, but more 
especially of late, was in his words and bear- 
ing now. . 

Bage and shame filled their fiery, enthusi- 
astic, and sensitive hearts at the terrible 
revelation now made for the first time ; and 
as their dead mother's pale face as they had 
last seen it in their childhood came before 
them, they continued to clutch each other's 
proffered hand, for stronger than ever seemed 
the bond of brotherhood between them now. 

** Sooner or later, my dear, dear boys," said 
Captain Melville, in a low and broken voice, 
'^ I knew that I must tell you this, and who 
you really are, yet not the less my grand- 
sons. My poor dead Gladys — the forsaken 
wife " 
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''Wife! was she wife indeed?'* asked 
Julian, impetaoQsIy. 

'' Before heaven she was t '* exclaimed the 
old man, with an uncontrollable burst of grief ; 
** my Gladys was a very pigeon without gall ; 
in her love and gentleness unequalled ; uncom- 
plaining in her sorrow ; yet whose sorrow was 
like unto hers, mingled as it was with unmerited 
shame and insult ! And at the hands of that 
man ! " 

**Who?" asked Julian. 

'^ Of whom have we been speaking but of 
Hermitage, the son of Deloraine ? " asked 
Captain Melville, passionately, as he raised his 
hands and eyes upward, invoking a malediction 
that was all the deeper for being voiceless and 
unuttered. 

For some time Julian and Gerard, though 
full of natural curiosity and the keenest anxiety, 
and feeling their tongues, as it were, loaded 
with the questions they were dying to ask, 
^remained silent and bewildered, while their 
grandfather remained also silent, absorbed in 
thought and grief. And so this unseemly 
fracas in the face of a multitude had been 
Julian's first meeting with his father ; and the 
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proud old Captain, though humhled now to the 
very dust, sincerely hoped it might be the last ; 
and certamly Julian, though recalling that 
mysterious emotion which possessed him 
when they were face to face, had no desire for 
another. 

Much was accounted for now, that to the 
brothers had before seemed unaccountable I 
Julian now knew why his grandfather had 
ever parried his beseechings to get him a com- 
mission in the army, for until the names of 
his parents could be authoritatively given, in 
those pre-examination days, his name could 
not be put upon the list of the Commander- 
in-Chief for a nomination, either with or with- 
out purchase, as the rule stood then ; and 
poor studious Gerard now knew the difficul- 
ties, monetary and otherwise, attendant upon 
his adoption of a civil profession ; and all 
their mother's grief, ending in a broken heart, 
the old man's present agony of mind and his 
bitter tears, the stigma, with those aching 
doubts and darkening clouds that overhung 
their future ; the whole complicated situation 
lay at that man's door, and yet they dared not 
curse him! 

TOL. I. X 
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Yet Julian thanked God that Eingsmnir's 
intervention had stayed their hands in the' 
brawl ! 

Of Deloraine, Julian in his bewilderment 
thought, dreamily, Could it be that his father 
was, and that he himself should be, the heir 
of that stately place — that vast baronial 
mansion, which he remembered to have once 
seen on a ** show day " ? He recalled the 
splendour of the abode, with all its gay 
modem and massive antique furniture, its 
moth-eaten tapestries and noble pictures — ^not 
the daubs of local academicians, but genuine 
Titians and Corregios, cabinet examples of 
Greuze and Verboekhoven, and stately Gains- 
boroughs ; the hall hung with fluted and in- 
laid cap-a-pie suits, including that of Scott's 
famous William of Deloraine ; the inlaid guns, 
pistols, daggers, and all that might catch a 
brave boy's ardent fancy, ad infinitum; and 
alternately his heart was moved by a terrible 
pride and a more terrible sense of depression, 
sorrow, repining, and most unmerited shame ! 

Blood, and yet no blood ; so near, and yet 
so far! It was all too dreadful to think 
upon. 
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" Grandfather," said he, breaking the 
silence, and putting an arm affectionately 
round the old man, " you said that our mother 
was the wife — ^the wife of this Lord Hermitage 
— ^before heaven." Julian spoke with an 
effort, and then added, '* What do these words 
mean ?" 

** Neither more nor less than truth, Julian." 

*' Then why all this mystery ? why our 
adoption of your name ? why until this hour 
have we been kept in ignorance of what, per- 
haps, we had better never, never have known 
at all ? To what good end or useful purpose 
has it been ? " 

And then Julian, as he thought of his 
bright Kate Bongsmuir, the idol of his young 
heart, groaned in very agony of spirit ; but 
after a pause his grandfather collected his 
thoughts, and imparted to him and Gerard the 
story of their mother's wrong, the narrative of 
which requires at least a chapter to itself. 



CHAPTER V. 

GLADYS MELTILLE. 

pAPTAIN GERARD MELVILLE was in 
bearing and aspect a courtly veteran 
officer of the old school of ideas, but a man dis- 
appointed in the service, who had ruined his 
own prospects of advancement by retiring 
before his time, to secure for his delicate wife 
the health which she could never have enjoyed 
while " knocking about " in various climates 
with a regiment ; so, with a moderate income 
and his pay, he had, as he said, " pitched his 
tent " near a pretty hamlet in the pastoral 
and fertile Rhinns of Galloway, as that 
peninsula which lies south-west of Luce Bay 
and Lochryan is named; but all his love, 
care, and assiduity failed to restore or to save 
her. 

She died early, leaving him with one child, 
a daughter, named Gladys after herself, who, 
as she grew to girlhood, became the pride of 




GLADYS MELVILLE. 53 

the old man's sonl and the centre of his 
existence ; and he was never weary of tracing 
her mother's delicate beanty, her charming 
little ways and winning tricks of manner, in 
their bright-haired Gladys as she matured in 
years. 

She grew to girlhood, rare in the fairness 
of her beauty, fall of grace and affection ; and 
he spared nothing to have her highly accom- 
plished in all that the best tutors and 
governesses could give her; and by her 
eighteenth year, Gladys Melville, who might 
have been the acknowledged belle of a great 
circle, was the object of profound admiration 
in the rural district where she resided, and 
where, as many averred, she was lost to the 
world. 

But amid the pastoral Bhinns of Galloway 
the Captain had made his home ; her mother 
lay in the secluded burial-ground of the 
adjacent hamlet, and he was loth to leave 
the place for a gayer or more populous neigh- 
bourhood,' a circumstance which he was yet 
sorely to repent. 

Secluded though her life, and dull her 
existence, birds, flowers, books, and music 
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occupying by turns the most of her time and 
attention, Gladys Melville had heard of lovers, 
had read of them, and had her day-dreams 
of them, as what young girl has not ? 

Romances and novels, as well as her own 
enthusiastic imagination, had often suggested 
to her the joy of being loved by some one — 
of being addressed in tones and terms of 
affection and admiration by one her equal, or, 
it might be, her superior — the handsome 
young man of whom she found the proto- 
type in every three volumes of fiction that 
came in her way. The days of wandering 
knights, disguised princes, and winnmg fairies, 
were past and gone, like those of chivalry ; 
but romance and love will exist for ever, and 
the mind of the lonely and lovely Gladys 
was fall of both, and the time was drawing 
nigh which she was never to forget. 

Seated one forenoon in the little garden 
that surrounded their home, she was intent 
on some recent novel — ^yet not so much so, 
that she looked from time to time upward to 
the summit of the bold mass, where the Mull 
of Galloway ends in an ever-raging sea — 
when a number of huntsmen swept past at 



• GLADYS MELVILLE, 55 

full speed, and yanished, dogs and all, like so 
many evil spirits, over the brow of an adjacent 
eminence, when the shouting, barking, and 
cracking of whips passed away in the distance, 
and Gladys again sank into reverie, and letting 
her book drop, rested her dimpled cheek on 
the palm of a little white hand that was 
hidden amid the silken masses of her rich 
bright hair. 

Of what was she thinking ? 

- Percliance of a young girFs dreaming 
On words like * mother' and * wife,* 
A child-soul's innocent scheming, 
To make out the riddle of life," 

when suddenly a cry escaped her, as a horse- 
man, the last of the field evidently, leaped a 
hedge close by. For a moment, she saw man 
and horse, as it were, in the air ; then there 
was a crash as both came down together in a 
flower-bed close by her, and the huntsman 
seemed to lie, like a heap, in red and buck- 
skin, as one who was dead, under the legs of 
his panting horse, the bridle reins of which 
were still grasped in his hand. 

The crash and her cry brought forth her 
father. Captain Melville, her old nurse, Mysie, 
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and all their little household^ in terror and 
dismay. 

The sufferer was assisted to his feet, and 
gazed about him for a few minutes with a 
dazed and bewildered expression of eye. 

" Just come a cropper ! " said he faintly, 
in reply to their mingled expressions of 
sympathy. His bridle hand hung nearly 
powerless by his side, and, by the way he 
limped, it was evident that one of his ankles 
was a little injured. ** Thank heaven, there 
are no bones broken," he added, with a faint 
smile, as the reins of his horse were taken by 
an old soldier who acted as the Captain's 
valet, gardener, and factotum, who led the 
animal away towards the stable, where Gladys' 
pad was stalled, while Captain Melville prof- 
fered to the huntsman his arm, and Mysie 
hastened to procure him brandy-and-water. 

" Thanks, sir — a thousand thanks, and to 
your good people," said the stranger, lifting 
his hunting-cap ; '* and I have to apologise to 
this young lady for alarming her so — ^but 
somehow I missed the way, and rushed my 
horse at the wrong hedge." 

This was chiefly addressed to Gladys, who 
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bowed with a sweet, alluring smile, such as 
might have lighted up the face of Dante's 
Beatrice, while 

'' Her fresh and innocent eyes 
Had such a star of meaning in their hlne/' 

that the stranger could not fail to be attracted 
by them, and into his handsome but sinister 
eyes there stole a bright expression as he, 
though she knew it not, recognised her at 
once, and he said, 

** I think I have the honour of addressing 
Miss Melville." 

**And this is my papa,'' replied Gladys, 
colouring with surprise ; ** but where have 
we met before ? " 

** I have had the pleasure of seeing you at 
church — allow me to introduce myself — 
Captain Scott — Julian Scott." 

* * As a brother officer, you are most wel- 
come," said the old Captain, proflfering his 
hand; ** permit me to lead you indoors. Your 
friends of the field " 

" Oh — ^they won't miss me ; most of them 
are at St. Mary's Isle by this time, and my . 
quarters are at the village inn, where my 
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horses and grooms are, and there I shall send 
a message on the morrow/' 

So, for that night at least, the stranger 
who had so suddenly fallen among them 
hecame the* guest of the little household at 
the cottage among the Bhinns. The Captain 
had no Army Lists, save some that were very 
antiquated, so he could not have verified the 
statements of his visitor, even had he doubted 
him, which he certainly did not; but with 
soldierly instinct he asked, 

" What regiment ? — ^the Scots Fusiliers was 
mine/' 

** Oh — ^the Household Brigade," was the 
evasive reply. 

** By your name, a relation of the Deloraine 
family, I presume ? '' 

'• Yes/' 

He was a very near relation indeed ; but it 
did not suit him then to say so. Ever ac- 
customed to deceit and dissimulation, he saw 
how rare was the loveliness and extreme the 
simplicity of Gladys, and resolved, prompted 
by the whole situation, to maintain a species 
of incognito. 

His features were fine and regular; his 
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dark eyes, full, though heavily lidded, were 
long-lashed, and to the fancy of Gladys they 
looked dreamy and loving ; others had the 
conviction that, though handsome eyes, they 
were at times cunning and voluptuous in ex- 
pression. A heavy, dark moustache concealed 
an upper lip that indicated cruelty, and a 
lower one that in its fulness indicated sen- 
suality ; yet his face and figure were both 
attractive, and he had a high-bred and courtly 
air, with a dash of insouciance in it that made 
him altogether unTike in style any of the men 
whom Gladys had been wont to see in her 
secluded home amid the Khinns of Galloway ; 
and long after all had retired to rest, she lay 
with her sweet face on her pillow thinking, 
thinking, and thinking over the whole adven- 
ture — ^how interesting he had looked, and of 
all the pretty nothings he had so pleasantly 
and yet so impressively addressed to her. 

A stranger, a gentleman ; more than all, a 
soldier, thrown thus helplessly on the care 
and compassion of this Uttle household, in- 
vested him with much new and tender interest, 
and thus Captain Melville and his daughter 
applied themselves sedulously to the care of 
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one who thought little of how much trouble 
he gave anyone, provided he excited attention 
and was surrounded by comforts ; and though 
life in the Guards was very diflferent from what 
the old Captain had found it in the ** Fighting 
Twenty-first/' yet he quite won the heart of 
the latter by his bonhoinicy and by the free- 
masonry and small-talk, or * shop,' peculiar to 
all who indulge in pipe-clay and gunpowder. 

Though unable to ride or take his depar- 
ture, the invalid appeared at the breakfast- 
table next morning in his hunting-dress (till 
" his man could send over some of his things 
from the inn"), where Gladys, bright as Hebe 
in her girlish beauty, arrayed in simple 
muslin, presided over the repast, and he saw 
with pleasure the ladylike grace with which her 
white little hands wandered among the old 
dragon china cups and saucers, while her 
father discussed the siege of some hill-fort 
and a grouse-pie together; but the moment 
the repast was over, he took his seat in the 
recess of a bay window where Gladys was 
sorting her wools, and began in low and ear- 
nest tones to praise the beauty of the scenery. 

The morning was beautiful. He had " slept 
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like a top overnight/' he said, and ** was 
now ' like a giant refreshed ' — though a sorely 
bruised one " — and felt full of new joy as he 
looked, with her, on the attractive loveliness 
of the autumn landscape, where the gilded 
summits of the green hills of Galloway stood 
up so clearly against the deep blue of the sky, 
and where the silver mist, white as carded 
wool, was rolling before the morning wind 
through the deep pastoral glens that lay 
between. 

And in the more immediate foreground 
were the coppices, where the varied tints of the 
season were in all their glory, though it was 
a fast-fading one, and where the short-homed 
and fiery-eyed cattle were browsing peacefully, 
with, in some places, the fallow deer sharing 
their repast. 

All that he said on these, to Gladys, 
familiar features in her native landscape 
seemed to invest them with new interest, and 
so the pretty slippers she was making for 
her father, then immersed in his morning 
paper, made but small progress ; but erelong, 
in a lower vein, he began to speak of other 
things than the scenery ; and all unused to the 
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langnage of adnlation, Gladys blushed with 
simple pleasure and alarm at some of his 
compliments, real or implied, while he bent 
over her and studied every varying expression 
of her face with the eye of a connoisseur and 
an adept in the art of flirtation. 

So the hours stole pleasantly on. 

Attracted by the girl's freshness of heart, 
purity of spirit, and wonderful beauty, and find- 
ing himself fast becoming an object of interest 
to her far beyond what Gladys would have 
dared to admit even to herself, this sly but un- 
doubtedly good-looking young fellow — for he 
was only some three or four and twenty, if so 
much — ^was resolved to make the most of the 
situation by making the very worst of his 
bruises, and yet he would not permit the 
village Esculapius to be sent for. 

Had his sole attendant or companion been 
the old nurse Mysie, with her wrinkled front, 
he would have found some means of being 
" off like a bird " without delay. As it was, 
he remained, when pressed to do so, and 
several days passed on, pleasantly for him, 
but most perilously for poor Gladys. 

**I have not heard much good music of 
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late — ^play me, sing me something, please," 
he would urge in the evenings as he opened 
the girl's piano. 

"How do you' know I do either?'' she 
asked him on the first of these occasions. 

** What an odd question, Miss Melville ! 
all young ladies do both, though not so well 
as, I am assured, you can do." 

And as Gladys seated herself at the piano, 
the old Captain, seated in his elbow chair, 
and in his favourite position, rubbed his hands 
approvingly, to hear that his " dear girl " 
was appreciated duly, and prepared to beat 
time with his fingers to whatever she per- 
formed. 

Despite all he had heard elsewhere, Julian 
Scott was certainly enraptured with her exe- 
cution. Moving, as he was wont to do, in 
the. most polished circles of London life, he 
was familiar with everything that had either 
merit or novelty, yet the thrilling voice and 
tender utterances of Gladys Melville seemed 
somehow — whether it was conviction or 
heated fancy he knew not — to exceed all that 
he had heard before, and to be the language 
of the soul, for the girl had fine taste and was 
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well educated, yet she never attempted any of 
those musical flights which he might have 
termed ** fireworks;" but when, thinking to 
please him, she adopted a humbler style of art, 
and fiung some sweet old Galloway song, such 
as '* Bonnie Lady Anne," she was grieved to 
find that she failed to do so, and made such 
attempts no more. 

Though the son and heir of a Scottish 
noble, he was too hlase^ too anti-national to 
care much for such airs. In his secret heart 
he deemed them *' doocid slow twaddle," and 
was glad when she resumed some of the more 
familiar melodies from the operas ; and every- 
thing Scottish, and Irish too, he deemed 
*' vulgar and stoopid," though he took care 
not to say so to her. 

And so, when the gloamings came, and they 
were sitting together, the music forgotten, 
they would fall into low- voiced talk, and had 
confidences that were more than friendly, while 
Captain Melville, after his post-prandial cigar 
and glass of grog, had fallen asleep with the 
daily paper on his knee ; and at times they 
wandered into the garden, where Julian had 
** come the cropper," and assisted by a staflf 
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and her arm, a support most necessary, they 
could watch the daylight declining on Clan- 
yard Fell, and the thin haze creeping up from 
Chapelrossan Bay, like a curtain of filmy crape, 
while the last red ray of the set sun faded 
out on the old spire of the village church and 
the lonely summit of the lofty Fell. 

Then a solemn hush would seem to fall upon 
the darkling hills and bordering sea, and all 
its cavemed coast, when not even the voice of 
a bird came floating through the air, and 
when there seemed to be a pause in all 
nature ; and yet at such times Gladys found 
her over-charged heart beating most wildly 
and rapidly, for in addition to the assistance 
of her soft and taper arm, the strong, white, 
muscular hand of Julian Scott was somehow 
clasping her fairy fingers, as if seeking addi- 
tional support therefrom. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

AMONG THE RHINNS OF GALLOWAY, 

** pLADYS/' said Julian Scott, when the 
iime was drawing near that rendered 
his departure necessary, *' of course you love 
this place — all sequestered though it be." 

** Yes — I love it," she replied. 

"Dearly?" 

** Of course ; why should I not ? It is home 
— papa's home — I have known no other." 

*' Poor child I " said he, laughing. 

" Is there no place on earth where you have 
centred your aflfections ? " she asked softly. 

'*No — not as yet." 

'' How so ? " 

*'I am somewhat cosmopolitan, and when 
not in London, am always most at home in 
Naples or Vienna — much more so certainly 
than amid the hills and woods of my native 
Borderland. Will you be content to live here 
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always? "he asked, caressing the pretty hand 
that lay confidingly in his. 

** I think I shall — ^why not ? It is the 
home of papa." 

*' And to marry here ? " 

** Why not ? " said she, while her cheeks 
flushed and her eyelids drooped. 

*' There is no one here in this wilderness, 
surely, whom you can ever love ? " 

" But some one may love me," she replied 
coyly and rather reproachfully. 

** That I doubt not — many ; all who know 
you, Gladys ; but would you marry where you 
--—you cannot " 

*' What, Captain Scott ? " 

** Love ? " he added in a low voice, with 
his moustache all but touching her lovely 
little ear. 

*' No — I should hope not ; but why — how 
have we got on this theme ? " 

** Is it not a most natural one ? " 

** I don't know," she replied, with half- 
averted face. 

*' Natural, when one is with you." 

** Oh, Captain Scott, let us speak of some- 
thing else, pray." 
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But Captain Scott recurred to the theme 
agam and again, and but too successfully. 
Poor fluttering Gladys 1 she was fast learning 
from his well-practised lips a new joy that 
seemed to herself most strange — the realisa- 
tion of many a lonely day-dream ; that she 
was beloved at last, and that she returned 
that love to the full ! 

And the declaration of his passion soon 
came to pass in this manner. 

** I leave this to-morrow, Gladys," said he. 

** You look neither well nor strong." 

*' I shall stay one day more, if you will 
permit me. I am ill indeed ; but my illness 
is that of the mind." 

The large eyes of Gladys regarded him 
tenderly and inquiringly, while her heart 
thrilled. 

'^ I am very miserable," said he in a low 
voice, *' for I have broken the laws of hospital- 
ity and those of gratitude, in daring to love you, 
Gladys, without the permission of your father, 
and situated as I am — with my own family — I 
dared not ask it. The moment I leave you, 
Gladys, I go forth to misery, and to the hope- 
less task of trying to forget you — to forget 
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you amid irksome duties and the frivolities of 
the worid." 

His voice, so sweetly and perilously modu- 
lated, actually tremhled, and tears stood in his 
eyes, for this man could actually act to him- 
self, as well as to others. 

** Julian ! " exclaimed the girl, as her eyes 
also filled with tears, and he clasped her to 
his heart passionately and convulsively, and 
in broken accents told all his specious tale, 
but too artfully and too well. 

** But to what end is all this ? " said he, in 
broken accents. " You know not my family! 
They will never consent to my marriage with 
a penniless girl — at least, with one who is not 
an heiress. Your father, proud and honour- 
able, will never consent to a private marriage, 
even with the heir of a throne. What then 
can we do, unless we abandon ourselves to 
despair, but take our own course ; our fate is 
in our own hands." 

*' Julian, I do not understand you," sobbed 
Gladys. 

" Let us fly together, my beloved, and 
once we are married they cannot help them- 
selves but give us their blessing, and all will 
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* come right in the glazing/ as the artist 
fellows say." 

This was scarcely the tone to adopt ; but 
Gladys did not think of that. Love — a love 
that was new and irresistible — triumphed over 
the instincts of reason and filial regard, and 
though tears and silence were the only answer 
rfie could give, Julian Scott at once adopted 
them as an assent, and in accents of ardour 
and joy poured forth his profession of thanks, 
love, and adoration. 

'* Suppose," said he, after a long pause, 
filled up by sighs and soft murmurs alone, as 
he drew her close to him and their trembling 
lips met lingeringly ; '* suppose that you 
should in time to come discover that I am not 
worthy of you — not half so good as you deem 

me " 

Julian!" 

* That, in fact, I am a very bad fellow ? " 

* Oh, Julian, surely that could never be ! " 
' Well, Gladys, but what then ? " 
' Still I shall love you, Julian — my own 

Julian." 

But a time was to come when these strange 
questions, so suggestive of doubt, were to be 
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recalled, sadly aud wonderingly indeed, when 
seas were rolling between Gladys Melville and 
the peaceful Ehinns of Galloway. 

She consented to all his plans for a secret 
marriage, praying in her heart that her father 
would forgive her ; but never doubting that 
he must do so, she abandoned herself to think 
of the joyous future; for he had come at last — 
this ideal of hers — the lover so long mentally 
pictured, and oh, how handsome and seductive 
he was ! 

And what were his thoughts when he found 
himself alone ? They were something in this 
fashion. 

" She wants style; but she has that which 
is a thousand times better — the perfection of 
ladylike grace. In her ideas of the world and 
of life, as our set know them, she wouldn't 
take rank in Tyburnia or Belgravia ; but, by 
Jove, I've seen there and elsewhere a thou- 
sand women who couldn't hold a candle to her 
for genuine beauty I As a wife, any man 
might be proud of her ; but, bah ! people 
don't marry nowadays. Life can be jolly 
enough without the trammels of matrimony. 
Wonder if this little girl will ever be taught 
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to think BO 1 Julian, my boy, you've entered 
stakes for a nice thing here ! " Ponderingly 
he proceeded to make up a cigarette, and 
added, " Frank, free, and utterly devoid of 
fashionable or modem young ladyism, shell 
do— she'll do ! " 

But there was one in the Melville house- 
hold who, though she could never have sus- 
pected the plot in progress now against the 
peace of all there, had her own views of 
Captain Julian Scott, and this was old nurse 
Mysie, who had been to Gladys as a second 
mother since her own died. 

'* Well, nursie darling, now that you have 
seen more of Captain Scott, what do you 
think of him ? " asked Gladys, in a dreamy 
and coaxing way. 

'^ Think ? " said the old woman with knitted 
brow. 

'' Yes, yes." 

''I don't know what to think, dearie." 

'* Surely you have seen enough of him," 
urged Gladys. 

** Aye, aye, quite enough, perhaps." 

* ' And must have come to some conclusion 
about him ? " 
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" Conclusion ? " 

** Well, opinion, then ? " said Gladys, be- 
coming quite impatient. 

** Of course I have, baim/' was the dogged 
response. 

'* Then am I to conclude that it is un- 
favourable, as you are so cautiously reluctant 
to express it." 

" I care not how you may like my words," 
said the old woman, now fairly driven into a 
comer, ** but remember they are the words 
of one who has been as a mother to you since 
your own passed away ; yet this I must say, 
Gladys, that he is not what he seems ; and 
there is something about him — in his eyes 
especially — which I do not like." 

** Oh I" exclaimed Gladys, ^' think of how 
nicely, how sweetly he speaks." 

** So did the serpent in Eden." 

"Nurse Mysie, you are intolerably sus- 
picious ! " 

** I have seen more of the world than you, 
bairn." 

" So has papa, who is his friend." 

"Be it so ; but he is no friend to your 
good papa, who is as simple as a child, and so 
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good himself that he believes all other men to 
be so ; and now you have my thoughts, bairn/* 

" Oh, you dear stupid old thing/' exclaimed 
Gladys, kissing and caressing the old woman, 
who loved her tenderly. ** Surely you must 
admit that his eyes are lovely ? " 

" They are not/' 

*^ This is a terrible prejudice/' 

** It is noty and I shall thank heaven when 
we have seen the last of him/' 

Then a coy, covert, dreamy smile spread 
over the girl's face as she thought in her 
heart, *' Oh, nurse Mysie, when you have 
seen the last of him — my Julian — you will 
have seen the last oi me! " 

** And so you leave to-morrow, Captain 
Scott ? " said his old host, as they lingered 
over a magnum of his best claret, which had 
been brought forth in honour of the man he 
addressed, and which he had carefully aired 
with his own hands. 

** To-morrow, my good old friend." 

" Welcome the coming — speed the parting 
guest," said his host, laughing; ** and I hope 
soon again to welcome your coming, but not 
with a cropper among my flower-beds." 
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An inscrutable smile twinkled in the eyes 
of Julian Scott, and a furtive yet sad glance 
of fond love in those of Gladys, as they wan- 
dered from his face to the thoughtful one of 
her doting and unsuspecting father. 

At that moment she felt a conspirator 
against his peace, and a passionate glow of 
remorse burned in her heart ; but she had 
given her promise, and in a little time all 
would be well. 

At last there came that morning which the 
poor old Captain was doomed never to forget, 
when Julian Scott, in departing overnight, 
had taken with him Gladys, the one ewe lamb 
of the fold! 

It was. hard to bear — ^hard to bear I As 
one in a dream he and the old nurse clung to 
each other, and surveyed in stony wonder the 
bed unslept in, the pillow unpressed, the letter 
of farewell and imploring pardon that lay 
upon it, and they strove to realise the ap- 
parently impossible conviction that she was 
gone — gone — ^gone — but whither ? 

She had been, he thought, wonderfully and 
unusually tender and pathetic with him over- 
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night ; and she could be thus, with this vile 
scheme in her heart — thus to her lonely, 
lonely, loving father ! 

Deep were the groans of anguish that came 
from his breast, and bitter were the tears that 
coursed over his now whitened cheeks, that 
had never blanched when the roar of battle 
thundered in his ears. The longing to be up 
and doing ere it was too late — up and doing 
what? — and of hurrying somewhere, grew 
strong in his heart ; but he had no clue, and 
sat with his face buried in his hands, on the 
table where the untasted breakfast lay, aban- 
doned to bewilderment and grief. 

Her birds beat their callow breasts against 
their cages for her in vain that fatal morning; 
her flowers drooped in the sun ; her favourite 
pony had his nose over the half-door of the 
stable, whinneying for the morning apple 
which he was wont to receive from her white 
caressing hand; her pet dog, Gyp, missed 
her soon, and looked up wistfully at the for- 
saken man, who sat with his face in his 
hands, and over whom nurse Mysie hung in 
silent misery. 

Neither she, nor any friend to whom he 
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applied in his despair, could track the fugi- 
tives. Julian Scott had, some days before, 
sent off his grooms and horses from the village 
inn, and no persons answering to the description 
of him and Miss Melville had passed either 
north or south by the nearest railway station — 
for a very sufficient reason : they had pro- 
ceeded from one at a distaiice, where none* 
knew or remarked them. 

As Gerard Melville in his loneliness now 
thought over the brevity of the acquaintance 
which had brought about an issue so fatal, so 
sudden, and altogether so uncalculated on, he 
bitterly reproached himself with his own want 
of fatherly care and foresight ; and bitterly 
too was he reproached, in no measured terms, 
by old Mysie — yet who could have dreamed 
that all this horror and dismay would have 
come to pass ? 

And he cursed, as only the deeply wronged 
and desolate can curse, the robber who stole 
his child ! 



CHAPTEE VII. 

THE SEGBET MABBIAGE. 

TTNUSED to the ways of the world, ignorant 
of the double or artificial lives led by so 
many, altogether natural, innocent, and pure, 
it had seemed to the young girl wholly un- 
natural, cruel, and most mysteriously un- 
necessary to have to act, in the presence of 
others, the part of indilGFerence towards the 
man she loved, and who, she knew, loved her 
passionately. 

Passionately ? If he did so, why all this 
acting ? she thought. But then there was, as 
he had told her, his dreadful father, on whom 
his whole dependence lay. From this acting 
they were now both free ; but how long was 
this new life of duplicity towards her father 
and to his to last ? It would have seemed 
horrible to long for the death of the latter, 
and, indeed, no such idea ever occurred to 
her. 
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Truly and vividly her heart forehoded and 
her uoin.lion p Jur«l the .cene of woe and 
consternation she had left behind, and the 
appearance of her father, after having read to 
Mysie the incoherent words of her farewell 
letter, through welling tears, folding it up, 
only to open it again with trembling hands, 
and ask of heaven and himself, could such 
things be ? 

Who would preside at his table now ? pour 
out his tea or coflfee, butter his toast, select 
the tit-bits for him ? — and now, oh ! more than 
all, there would be no one to say " Good 
morning, papa," and to kiss the dear old face. 
Her soul shrunk, her heart was wrung within 
with yearning and reproach, which even the 
tenderest caresses of Julian failed to stifle; 
but it was all too late now, and the monoto- 
nously clanking swift train sped on, and on, 
and on, she scarcely knew whither. 

What places were those past which it flew ? 

The richly- wooded vale of the Cree ; the 
Carlinwark and the giant tower of Threave 
beside the rolling Dee ; Dalbeattie with its 
brawling bum and red granite cottages ; and 
erelong she saw the morning sun shining on 
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the broad, fair bosom of the noble Nith, ex- 
panding to an estnaiy as it swept seaward 
under a vast and ancient bridge, deemed in 
the middle ages the rival, if not the superior, 
of that of London, and she foond herself in 
their first halting-place, the old and basy 
market-town of Domfries — in stmctore and 
situation one of the most beantiiol in the 
south of Scotland, and gladly did Gladys 
welcome the shelter and rest of the nearest 
hotel, where she strove to collect her thoughts 
to face the next part of the startling pro- 
gramme she had begun — their marriage, 
which was to be, of course, a private one. 

" Can we not be married in church, 
Julian ?" she asked. 

*' In church ! Surely you know that is 
not the custom in Scotland ? " 

" I forgot," said the girl, wearily and 
fiiiittly, " for my mind is heavy with trouble — 
lioavy with the consciousness that I have 
done a groat y 

' My darU^^^^^Bj^urely had enough 
of this aqd^^^^^^^Bdd Julian. 

; we must have 
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*' Quite unnecessary/' said he, with some- 
thing of irritation in his tone. 

Full of shame, sorrow, and remorse, all 
struggling with her blind and passionate love, 
poor Gladys had only one craving — to get 
the marriage ceremony over, and return at 
once to *' dear papa," to console him in his 
alarm, obtain his forgiveness and blessing. 

Julian Scott thought all this very peculiar 
'* bosh," and was very nearly saying so ; but 
the necessity for having '^ something done " 
in the way of a matrimonial ceremony — he 
scarcely knew or cared what, so that it dried 
her tears, restored her smiles, and reassured 
her — ^he felt to be imperative now, only that 
the *' noose " was not to be too tightly 
drawn. 

While thinking this over, through the 
medium of a long beaker of brandy and soda, 
worried and well-nigh irritated by the re- 
morse of Gladys for abandoning her father — 
an emotion for which he had not the slightest 
sympathy — to console her, as he conceived, 
he said : 

" I have not yet told you all the truth, as 
to vdho I am." 

roll. I. o 
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" Who are you ?" she asked, with a startled 
expression. 

"I am the Lord Hermitage." 

" And not Julian Scott ?" 

" Yes, little gooee, I am Julian Scott, 
Lord Hermitage, and son of the Earl of 
Deloraine. Hence the secrecy so necessary 
— you understand " 

" And shall I be a countess I " exclaimed 
Gladys, again rushing into his arms as a new 
joy expanded in her hreast, as she thought of 
her father's pride and emotion. 

"Of course, when the old boy quits this 
sublunary sphere ; but, meantime, we must 
not make too much bother about our mar- 
riage — it must be kept very quiet," he added 
for the twentieth time, as he gave her his 
arm, and they issued into the sunshiny streets 
of the ancient town ; "it must be what 
they call in England a Scotch one ; and 
liere is a fellow who, I suppose, can do it," 
he added, pausing before a door on the brass 
plate of which was msoribed : — 



^ 



' ME. URIAH GRIPPIE, 

SoiilOITOB." 



THE SECRET MARRIAGE. 83 

** I don't like having anything to do with 
lawyers ; but here goes, darling. (He is 
not a clerico, thank goodness," thought his 
lordship ; ** that might be too serious even for 
me ! ) And now to see the inside of this old 
beggar's legal chamber of torture, as I doubt 
not it has been, and will be to many, till the 
devil gets his own." 

" Julian ! " said Gladys, imploringly, as 
she clung to his arm, and felt his tone jar 
upon her feelings at such a time ; and 
singular it was that though he had some 
cunning or superstitious scruple about appear- 
ing before a clergyman in the capacity of a 
bridegroom, he had, in his supreme ignorance . 
of the whole situation, none whatever in doing 
so before a lawyer or anyone else, conceiving 
perhaps that verbal declarations alone were 
necessary. 

Mr. Uriah Grippie was ** at home," and 
Gladys felt her heart palpitating painfully, 
and her cheeks blushing scarlet beneath her 
veil, as they were ushered into the private 
office of the lawyer, a somewhat gloomy 
chamber of depressing aspect. Numerous 
tin boxes marked with the names of clients 
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and estates lined two sides of the room ; 
some fly-blown maps decorated the wall else- 
where, and its narrow windows opened to a 
gloomy alley of ancient houses all built of 
dark-coloured stone, and coeval, it might be, 
with the days of Flodden. 

From a table, ink-bespattered and littered 
with dockets of letters and parchments tied 
with red tape, Mr. Uriah Grippie rose to 
receive his visitors — clients, of course, he 
deemed them — and hastened to give them 
chairs, for it was not often, certainly, that a 
man of an air so distinguished as Julian Scott 
(whom we must now call Lord Hermitage), 
or that a girl of such grace and bearing as 
Gladys Melville, appeared before him. 

She, of course, was voiceless; but the 
former, with perfect coolness, informed the 
lawyer of the object they had in view, and 
as he listened, his low brow at first was 
knitted, then it gradually smoothed, while a 
smile puckered up his cruel mouth and 
twinkled in his pale fishy eyes, of which 
nothing in all Scotland could equal the low 
cunning of their expression, destitute as they 
were of either eyebrow or lash, as he detected 
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at once a case which, if handled with care, 
might eventually become a most lucrative 
serpentine coil. 

As usual with his profession in Scotland, 
he was entirely dressed in black, and wore 
the white necktie which is there supposed to 
impart an air of respectability, even piety, 
to the wearer. His age was past forty ; his 
figure and bearing were vulgar; his face 
mean, and there was much in its wrinkles 
and the expression of his cold and restless 
eyes that seemed to tell of chicanery, cunning, 
and cruelty, in spite of the bland deportment 
he strove to cultivate. 

"We don't want any fuss — any news- 
paper notices, paragraphs, and all that sort 
of thing,** said the bridegroom elect. 

" My dear sir " began Mr. Grippie, 

in a fawning tone. 

"Won't do in our case; one must study 
one's family — monetary interests — an uncom- 
promising parent, and so forth." 

Mr. Grippie spread a sheet of paper before 
him, made a margin thereon by mere force of 
legal habit, and dippings a pen in his inkhorn, 
recorded the names of Gladys and her father. 
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which she had to repeat three times in trem- 
bling accents ere they were understood. 

*' You are aware, madam, that a good deal 
of twaddle has been written and said in 
England about Scotch marriages,** said Mr. 
Grippie; "but, by my faith, you can be tied fast 
enough," he added, with some point, to Julian. 

*' So fast, and yet so loosely," replied the 
latter, laughing, " that I have heard it said 
that in Scotland a man never knows when 
he is married and when he is noU'' 

** Don't 'you have that doubt ip. ypipr 
mind," said the lawyer, bending his hairless 
brows ; *' you call yourself simply JuliaiSL 
Scott ? " 

^* It is my name." 

" But your title ? " 

*' Title— I have none." 

Gladys looked up with alarn;i at this blunt 
statement. x 

** My Lord Hermitage," said the lawyer,, 
with a quiet chuckle, " do you say this to 
me, who am a Justice of the Peace for this 
county, and know you well — too well, per- 
haps ? Take care, my lord," he whispered, 
** you are playing a dangerous game." 
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" A pleasant one, anyway, Mr. Grippie/' 

"A dangerous game, I say, as yon may 
discover erelong." 

" All right ; 111 be ready for settling day, 
as we say on the turf, old fellow," replied 
Lord Hermitage, as he laid a fifty-pound 
note before the lawyer, knowing well the 
best way of removing any scruples he might 
have. 

Mr. Grippie glanced at it afiFectionately. 
The Earl of Deloraine might give him far 
more for refasing to have aught -to do with 
the matter; but he knew not where that 
noble was, and there was no time for com- 
municating with him. So, to be brief, he 
summoned a couple of his clerks from an 
adjoining room, and, much to their astonish- 
ment, went through the questions and answers 
necessary to constitute the couple before him 
** man and wife." 

All these were duly engrossed, signed, and 
witnessed; but Mr. Uriah Grippie, while 
with great apparent kindness and prudence 
handing the marriage certificate to the half- 
sinking Gladys, kept a duly signed duplicate 
thereof in his own possession. 
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So rapidly and skilfully did he achieve 
this, that neither she nor her husband were 
aware of what they were doing, when asked 
to sign their names twice. He then squeezed 
the shrinking bride's hand with his damp, 
fishy, long, lean fingers till she shuddered, he 
laughing the while, as much as it was in his 
nature to laugh, as he congratulated her by 
name as " Lady Hermitage," but not until 
his two clerks had withdrawn. 

All this was rather more than his lordship 
had quite reckoned on, or bargained for. As 
" Julian Scott " simply, there might have 
been a loophole for escape ; but as Lord 
Hermitage — well, he would get the document 
— he thought there was but one — out of 
Gladys' hands at a future time. 

When they had withdrawn, a brilliant 
smile of intense cunning puckered all the 
lawyer's face. He rubbed his cold fishy 
hands together, and chuckled as he noted the 
date and number of the* fifty -poimd Bank of 
Scotland note ; and carefully docketing up 
the duplicate certificate of marriage, locked it 
away with the other memoranda in his most 
secret repository. 



THE SECRET MARRIAGE. 89 

" And now, dearest Julian, to return to poor 
papa," said Gladys. 

*' It is impossible — ^we caunot return." 

" Oh, Julian ! you never said this before ! " 
exclaimed the girl in unutterable dismay. 
"Why impossible?" 

" I have a diplomatic appointment in Ger- 
many — and in three days I am due at 
Wiesbaden. We must take the first train 
for London to-morrow morning." 

" We shall write from there then ? " said 
Gladys, in tears. 

*' To your dear papa — of course, my dar- 
ling." 

Meanwhile, the latter was passing his days 
and nights in hopeless misery. Of her fate 
and whereabouts he knew nothing. She had 
reached the verge of womanhood, growing up 
all that his heart could desire, and now when 
his pride was highest, and every hope for a 
happy future seemed full, the idol of his affec- 
tions was shattered, and, as he believed in his 
heart, destroyed and degraded for ever ! 

His heart felt as if cleft in twain ; honour, 
shame, and sorrow, rather than rage, pos- 
sessed him by turns and all together ; with 
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occasional doubts, whether he had been kind 
enough, tender enough, and fatherly enough 
to her! In what had he been wanting? 
But his soul and conscience acquitted him of 
failure, and he felt that he had been lacking in 
nothing. 

Yet she had gone — ^gone ; she had left him 
for another — a stranger^ — an unknown of 
yesterday — oh, bitterness ! 

Then came a letter from her, bearing a 
foreign postmark, craving forgiveness, and 
Baying that she was married, truly and loyaUy 
married, to Julian Scott; but that the fact 
must be kept secret from all till he gave her 
permission to avow it ; and as he read again 
and again the words her dear little hand had 
traced, the poor old soldier wept like a very 
child. 

So silence was to be his role for the fature ; 
he could not understand it, and his spirit of 
honour felt piqued and imperilled at being 
compelled to adopt a system so singular and 
repugnant to his natural candour and open- 
ness of heart. 




CHAPTEE VIII. 

IN THE CUBSAAL. 

AT Wiesbaden, Gladys became consoled 
with regard to her father, whose tender 
and thankful letters freely pardoned her, and 
promised that her marriage should be kept 
secret until such time as the Lord Hermitage 
felt himself — either by the death of his father, 
or otherwise — at liberty to divulge it ; but 
she could never prevail upon Julian to write 
to Captain Melville such a letter as should 
come from a son-in-law, or indeed to write to 
him at all; as, by one excuse or other, he 
always parried her request, as if he had some 
strong reluctance to do so ; but for the first 
few months of her life the time passed 
joyously enough with her, in the pleasant 
little capital of the Duchy of Nassau. 

The Duke was absent, but ** the city of 
lodging-houses," as it has been not inaptly 
named — every building nearly being ap- 
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propriated either to the reception or enter- 
tainment of visitors — ^was at its gayest. The 
salons of the splendid Cursaal were always 
full, and every morning the long acacia walk 
which serves as a promenade for the imbibers 
of the steaming kochbrunneuy the white haze 
of which permeates from every gutter and 
drain in the place, was crowded with votaries 
of the Eoman Pontes Mattiaci. 

Accustomed from childhood to the bold 
and somewhat gloomy scenery of the Khinns 
of Galloway, Gladys was deUghted with the 
drives and rambles Julian gave her around 
Wiesbaden, which lies in a valley, with an 
open and fruitful country spreading away to- 
wards the Khine and the Maine, and is 
bounded on two sides by hills covered with 
apple, cherry, and walnut groves, beyond 
which rises the fine range of the Taunus 
mountams. 

She was never weary of the delightful walk 
which leads to the Dietenmuhle, and to the 
Platte, or to the Duke's hunting-seat, amid 
woods abounding in deer, which every evening 
assemble at the sound of a horn to be fed. 

** From being, as yet, only an attache here," 
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said he, '* I shall get a higher diplomatic posi- 
tion at Vienna ; and then think of the pleasures 
we shall have there, Gladys, in the great 
capital of Western Europe ! " 

** Oh, I am so happy here that I have no 
desire to change,'* replied Gladys, kissing him 
tenderly and resuming her pencil to finish a 
sketch of the old castle of Sonnenberg, as a 
gift for her father, for Julian's anticipations 
bad no fresh joy for her; she had no longer 
any object to desire in the world, since her 
father was consoled and reconciled to her, 
than to pkase the man whom she had wedded, 
and to whom she had given herself, body and 
souL 

Julian was often unaccountably absent from 
her, but had always his official duties to plead, 
as an attache^ and as Gladys had no more idea 
of these than how the Grand Lama employs 
his leisure hours, she conceived they must be 
very arduous indeed. 

But when he was with her the poor girl 
was supremely happy, and it seemed as if their 
secret courtship and their still more secret 
honeymoon were all a tender dream ; and the 
days subsequent to the accident that flung 
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him from the bay mare's saddle at her feet — 
the days when she first listened to his too 
seductive voice — ^were not yet over. 

Yet clouds began to come anon, and hours, 
too, when amid the splendour of the Grand 
Hotel in the Schtitzenhofstrasse she began to 
marvel why she was never presented at the 
Ducal Court. To this, he opposed that her 
•name must not reach the ears of his father, 
Lord Deloraine, after Julian had fenced the 
proposition in various ways. At one time 
the Duke was hunting in the Black Forest, 
sailing on the Ehine, absent at Vienna, or 
elsewhere, till Gladys ceased to think of the 
subject in her sweet simplicity of heart. 

No English ladies called on her, and she 
knew not that her name was studiously 
omitted from the list of visitors published by 
the Oureverein ; but had she discovered this, 
the same answer would have been ready, 
" the Earl of Deloraine." 

He never took her to the balls or concerts 
at the Cursaal, or to see the illumination of 
the parks and cascades ; her position was so 
secluded, her existence so little known beyond 
the servants who attended upon them in their 
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private apartments, that it was certainly, 
even to simple Gladys, becoming painful and 
anomalous. 

Did it all arise from the peculiar circum- 
stances of her private marriage ? Surely the 
Wiesbadeners could know nothing about it ! 
But it galled her to think that Julian was 
moving in the society of other ladies, among 
whom she shrewdly suspected he was passing 
for an unmarried man. 

Her servants were studiously respectful, 
because they were well paid for being so, but 
under all their outward respect lay much 
that the poor girl neither saw nor felt as yet, 
for they could draw deductions from their 
lord's strange neglect of her, that were, to 
Gladys, all unknown and all unsuspected. 

** The Duke receives to-night at the 
Biberach palace," she heard the secretary to 
the embassy say in a sotto voce to Julian, 
who but a few minutes before had informed 
her of his Highness being at St. Petersburg. 

** Well — ^what then ? " asked Julian with 
darkening brow. 

*' Only that the Baroness von Sonnenberg 
is with the Duchess." 
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Lord Hennitage changed colour, and as his 
eyes sparkled, a quiet but covert smile spread 
over the face of the secretary. 

** Very well — all right — her post is there,*' 
said Julian, with a gesture of impatience. 

Who and what was the Baroness von 
Sonnenberg to him ? Whence the plain false- 
hood as to the whereabouts of the Duke ? 
Alas for poor Gladys ! she was soon to 
learn all this, too fatally for her own peace. 

Julian attended the Duke's reception that 
night in his diplomatic uniform, and was long 
absent — indeed, Gladys knew not at what 
time he returned in the morning, and events 
came fast on each other afterwards. 

Incidentally, she frequently heard of his 
being seen with this lady during his pro- 
tracted absences, and when he returned he 
was now ever sullen, silent, reserved, and 
at times in an intolerable temper, especially 
if questioned ever so gently, ever so timidly, 
by the pale and trembling girl who still 
clung caressingly to him, and whom he 
distinctly and plainly refused to introduce to 
the Baroness. 

His absences became longer ; sometimes he 
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did not return till next day, and excused him- 
self with being belated at the Klarenthal, a 
country house of the Duke's, shooting in the 
woods, or fishing in the Nied near Hochst ; 
and so her worst suspicions became keenly 
roused, and she felt assured that her husband 
— her Julian — was getting completely into 
the power of one who deemed him a single 
man ; but Gladys knew not that^ so far as 
the fair Baroness was concerned, it mattered 
little to her in her intrigues, whether a man 
were married or single. * * It is not always the 
most deserving of the sex who inspire the 
strongest passions. Men have done wonder- 
fully siUy things for very indiflferent women- 
have died for them even, if history does not 
tell tales — and for an angel man could do 
no more 1 " 

Now that the first delirium of love was 
over, Gladys frequently looked at the certificate 
given to her by that hideous little Dumfries 
lawyer, and painful doubts occurred to her, 
for after suspecting Julian, it was easy to 
suspect the whole world I 

Oould that interview — it did not reach the 
dignity of a ceremony — could those few words 

VOL. I. H 
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mumbled in that din^ chamber be acttidlly 
a marriage ? Oh, yes — yes^ — ^yes ! she could 
Dot — must not — dared not doubt it now t 

Withal, she could not fail to detect and to 
feel, what she had never done before, or 
shrank from too closely analysing, faults of 
temper, omissions of kindness, and more in 
Julian ; and even that his dark eyes were very 
near each other — an indication of a cruel spirit. 

Oh, could her Julian be cruel ! 

^^ Stay with me," she asked him one night 
imploringly, as he was dressing to go forth. 

*' I cannot, Gladys — I am engaged for the 
ball at the Cursaal," said he impatiently, 
assuming his sword and hat. 

^*You leave me exposed to sore trials, 
Julian.'' 

*^ Trials ! " 

*' Yes — am I not subjected to the specula- 
tions, and it may be the animadversions, of 
those around us ? " 

** You are over-sensitive," said he, unclasp- 
ing the loving hands which sought to detain 
him, and coldly kissing her forehead, he 
hurried away. 

EegretfuUy now she thought of her quiet 
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bdme amid the Bhinns of Galloway, and of 
the little incidents that had made up the sum 
of her uneventful life there, till that fatal day 
when Julian came^ — for a fatal one she was 
beginning to deem it now ! 

Suddenly she thought to herself, why should 
she not go to the Oursaal, mingle with the 
throng there, and see for herself with whom 
her husband was, and how he was comporting 
himself ? For a moment she paused, doubting 
the good of doing so, and fearing his anger ; 
and then, while her heart beat wildly, she 
screwed her courage to ** the sticking point," 
and resolving to brave all, made some 
alterations in her costume, procured a 
*^ Saison-Hauptkarte," ordered a droski, and 
drove through the colonnade to the Oursaal, 
which was flooded with light and resounding 
to the strains of a magnificent band, and 
through the lofty windows of which she 
could see, as she drove past the shrubberies, 
the dancers and promenaders in thousands, 
in the various salons. 

Through all these she passed as one in a 
dream, into that which was once the gaming- 
room, the Kur Saal par excellence^ a splendid 
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saloon of vast dimensions, the glorious roof 
of which is supported by columns of Limburg 
marble. Amid the vast maze of dancers it 
seemed in vain to look for Julian, but she 
seated herself to watch them, with aching 
eyes and an aching heart, as they flew past 
in quick succession, for waltzes and mazurkas 
alone filled the programme ; and Gladys was 
heedless that she had neither escort nor com- 
panion, knowing no one, and to all unknown, 
though her rare beauty won her the atten- 
tion of many a cuirassier, uhlan, hussar, and 
the be-ribboned gentlemen who are thick as 
blackberries in Germany. 

At last she became certain that he she 
sought was not in the dancing-saloon ; but 
there were others, the ** conversation-rooms," 
and those for ices, gambling, and promenading, 
and through these she passed in succession, 
alone, seeing nothing of their splendour, 
nothing of those wonderful statues of pure 
Carrara marble, which were originally intended 
for Madame Lsetitia Bonaparte, mother of 
Napoleon I., but by some stroke of fortune 
fell into the hands of the proprietors of the 
Cursaal. 
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Onward she passed, returned and passed 
again, scanning the laughing and happy 
groups of pleasure-seekers in yain, till she 
grew weary ; the waiters and stewards began 
to observe her, the rooms were emptying, 
the hour grew late, and she began to surmise 
that Julian might have returned to their hotel, 
and be astonished by her absence. 

She had almost succeeded in flattering her- 
self that such might be the case, when, as 
she passed through the Ked-room, she saw, 
seated apart on a sofa in a comer, and nearly 
concealed by the pedestal of a statue by 
Ghinard of Eome, her husband and a lady, both 
too much absorbed in each other to be con- 
scious of the presence of herself or anyone else. 

Dressed — some might have deemed it un- 
dressed — in the extreme of the mode — the 
lady was fair, petitCj with retrousse features 
that were full of animation. She had a vast 
profusion of very golden hair — eyes that were 
pale hazel, but full of varying expression, 
and they were fixed upon Julian, who was 
proffering her some bon-bons, while laugh- 
ingly she fanned herself. 

The bon-bon, when drawn, exploded of 
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conrse, and there came from it a slipper of 
cambric paper. 

^^ Too small eyen for a child, I think,. 
Augusta/' said Julian. 

.** Nay — I am sure it will fit m^/^ replied 
the other, as she laughingly and coquettishly 
lifted her skirt, displaying a lovely little foot 
and taper ankle, throwing off at the same 
time an embroidered shoe. 

" Allow me/' said Julian, and kneeling, he 
tenderly and caressingly, but of course play- 
fully, drew the pa^er slipper over her daintily 
stockinged foot. 

*' Thanks,, darling — ^let it stay, I shall keep 
it as a souvenir of one of our happiest nights," 
said the lady, replacing her shoe, and speaking, 
though English, with an undoubtedly foreign 
accent. ** And now to resume what we were 
talking about, Julian — ^you remember, don't 
you ? " 

"No — pardon— what was it ? " 

" That you have been speaking of me to 
her^ or she had her suspicions of me- — she 
whom you call your wife." 

'* I am not aware of it^— but would it sur- 
prise you? " ::^ 
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" Very much." 

** Surely you must be aware that, having 
been long separated from you, no longer able 
to behold you, to think and to talk of you 
were my next greatest happiness/' 

In reply to this untrue farrago the lady 
said, 

" To talk of me^ to her whose caresses con- 
soled you for my absence — am I to accept 
this paradox ? " 

** Augusta — hear me." 

'' You yielded to her ! " 

" She yielded to me." 

** Eogue ! " said the lady, tapping him 
with her fan. 

"All men are not St. Anthonys, and I 
don't think that you would appreciate me the 
more for being one, Augusta." 

The poor listener's trembling heart died 
within her. Oh, what could all this mean — 
this most horrible mystery that seemed to be 
closing round her. Her senses reeled and she 
clung to the cold marble pedestal for support. 

"Julian! Julian!" she exclaimed, in %. 
tone in which affection, entreaty, and reproach 
were singularly and most touchingly mingled^ 
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while he started to his feet in astonishment 
that almost exceeded his anger, but the lady 
only raised her eyebrows and sat coolly fan- 
ning herself. 

The hlase woman of the world — a woman 
of it in some of its worst phases — at a glance 
took in the whole situation : the girlish and 
innocent, yet confounded and indignant wife, 
the surprised and exasperated s'poso^ detected 
at her very feet ; and a smile of supreme 
amusement and cruel triumph at the former, 
and of quiet contempt and derision of the 
latter, rippled over her decidedly piquante 
little face — but it was a smile that filled Lord 
Hermitage with fury. 

" Baroness, gnadige frau," said a Nassau 
hussar, advancing with a low and smiling 
air of entreaty, - 1 have been searching for 
you everywhere. This is the last waltz, and 
it is ours/' 

She rose and took his arm, saying to 
Hermitage, 

*' My lord, my presence will not trouble 
your interview," and she swept away with her 
new partner, bestowing another Parthian glance 
at the pale and sinking Gladys, who now 
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knew that she — this woman who called her 
husband ** JuUan," and to whom he spoke 
endearmgly as " Augusta " — ^was the Baroness 
von Sonnenberg, 

** I hope we are not going to have a scene," 
was her last remark to the hussar, ** because 
you know, Count, I detest scenes.'* 

The dark eyebrows of Lord Hermitage 
seemed to meet in one over his straight and 
handsome nose ; his black eyes seemed darker 
and nearer than ever now ; and his face did, 
Jook cruel at that particular moment, for, 
alas ! all the illusions of love had departed. 

He absolutely glared at her, 

** You here, Gladys — ^here, and alone ? '' 

** Yes," said she faintly, and almost in a 
whisper. 

" What brought you here ? " 

'' Despair ! " 

" Then let prudence suggest that we retire 
to our hotel at once, and together/' 

She took his arm in silence, and clung to 
it, less perhaps in affection than in the fear 
that she should fall, and she kept her eyes 
closed lest she should see that terrible woman 
and encounter her mocking smile, and lay 
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sUent and tearless, as one in a swoon— in an 
ntter stupor and prostration she was certainly 
-^— as they drove back through the lighted 
streets to the hotel in the Schtitzenhof- 
strasse. 



OHAPTEE IX. 

THE DESPAIR OP THE LOST. 

nPHAT night there was a scene between 
Gladys and her husband, the recollection 
of which ever filled her with horror ; it was 
so painful and degrading that she marvelled 
how — ^under these circumstances especially — 
she survived it. To her face he coarsely and 
bluntly expressed doubts of their being mar- 
ried at all. 

"Oh, Julian,'' moaned the poor hunted 
creature, "if you talk thus I must appeal to 
him who performed the ceremony." 

" Ceremony ! ** said he, with fierce scorn, 

" Yes — such as it was.'' 

" You are right to talk of it thus doubtfully 
— appeal to him — ^poor fool ! do you know 
what he is ? " 

" A Scottish lawyer, is he not ? " 

<* Eight — one of those creatures, so many 
oi^ whom come from orphan hospitals and 
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refonnatory schools, without a tie on earth, or 
an atom of home -feeling, to practise law, to 
the glory of hypocrisy and deceit, and to the 
shame of honour and' honesty/' 

How glibly this noble lord could talk on 
these points ! 

*' So," he added, ** what can you expect a 
thing such as he to do for you ? '' 

" At least to verify this document,'' said 

she, driven to bay at last, as she drew from 

her desk the certificate of Uriah Grippie, which 

Hermitage eyed for a moment with a fierce 

and startled expression. It would almost 

seem that until then he had forgotten its 

existence. 

'* Bah I " he exclaimed, as he snatched it 

from her hand, crumpled it up, and thrusting 
it into the fire, held her — while she, twisting, 
writhing, and shrieking, strove to rescue it — 
savagely back at arm's length, till it was 
utterly consumed, and even its blackened ashes 
passed away. 

Then a deep low wail, as if from her very 
heart, escaped Gladys, and she sank down- 
ward, in a heap as it were, at his feet ; for, 
like himself, she now believed that every 
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proof of their marriage had perished, and she 
was borne, wfeU-nigh senseless, to bed, while 
the hardhearted Lord Hermitage, muttering 
an oath, threw himself on a fauteuil, lighted 
a long regalia, and began to reflect over the 
whole situation ; but not with ^n iota of 
compunction. 

Any emotion he felt was weariness com- 
bined with anger — weariness of the sad bearing 
of Gladys, and anger at the scene she had 
made before the little Baroness in the Cursaal. 
** If," says a writer of the last century, ** we 
examine impartially that estimate of pleasure 
which the higher ranks of society are apt to 
form, we shall probably be surprised to find 
how little there is in it, either of natural 
feeling or real satisfaction. Many a fashion- 
able voluptuary, who has not totally blunted 
his taste or his judgment, will own, in the 
intervals of recollection, how often he has 
suffered from the insipidity or the pain of his 
enjojonents ; and that if it were not for the 
fear of being laughed at, it were sometimes 
worth while, even on the score of pleasure, to 
be virtuous." But my Lord Hermitage, few 
though his years, was too case-hardened in 
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vice to have, even temporarily^ any sucfa 
emotion. 

Already the unchanging sweetness of 
Gladys — a sweetness blended with sadness 
for some time past — ^was palling, nay, had 
palled upon him ! Long habituated to con- 
quests and triumphs, some brilliant and 
pleasing, others easy, coarse, and sensual, the 
present happiness was ceasing to . be a sweet 
illusion. It bored and fretted him, and the 
too evident monetary loss involved by such 
a union, had he owned it to the world, was 
too serious for patient calculation now ; and 
when a man — ^more than all, such a man as 
Julian, Lord Hermitage — treasons and reflects 
thus, love, if it ever existed, is. fading out of 
his heart, and even passion passes away. 

Too often had he abandoned himself to 
pleasure without giving a thought to the 
future ; and but for the prompt destruction of 
that document, his present " entanglement " 
with Gladys Melville might have proved 
very troublesome. He had, without doubt, 
long been disquieted ; and he had canvassed 
the value of a Scotch marriage all the more 
that he was now passionately re-enamoured 
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^'2sa old flaiiiJft^t^ALtigimtaiiurcto^ Sonnenberg^ 
and though he had probablyi&t) intention of 
marrying feer, he wished to be rid of Gladys 
on any tenns, that* he^ might Aeely obey the 
behests or fulfil the desires of the grasping 
old Earl his father, and win a bride with even 
Manchester gold, to packuh up the fading for- 
ttmes of the House of Beloraine ; but the latter 
imew not the power that the Baroness had, 
and was yet to have, over his dissipated son. 

**And as for going home," thought the 
latter, smoking his regalia viciously, **even if 
the old boy at Deloraine dies-— home to Scot- 
land, who would do that, if living elsewhere 
were possible ! I shall be a- representative 
peer one day — ^whatever that may mean ; but 
I never cared for politics— too lazy for that, 
so Scottish rights,' wrongs, and rubbish are 
not at all in my Way. No, no, Julian, my 
boy — the continent is the place for you, and 
Scotland may be ^' ' • ' *' and the sentence ended 
in a long puff of Maoke* 

The golden haired little Baroness, with all 
her winning little ways and tricks of conti- 
nental manner, wa& now his idol, and daily his 
passion for her wM tinereasing all the more 
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that she kept him considerably in suspense, 
and an occasional kiss or caress served but to 
fan the flame ; while he, knowing her to be 
in somewhat slender circumstances, and too 
skilled in the ways of the world to be in any 
"way befooled as Gladys had been, felt him- 
self compelled to hesitate before committing 
himself too far, in any way beyond verbal 
promises, and the fair Augusta was too wary 
to trust to these, or had been so as yet, 
though the advent of Gladys had given her 
considerable alarm. 

" Oh, Julian — oh, my husband," sobbed the 
latter, when she saw him dressing to leave 
her on the following evening — after a day of 
entire absence, ** where are now your vows to 
me — ^your tender protestations ? " 

** Little fool I " said he impatiently, while 
brushing away at his thick dark hair with a 
pair of ivory-handled brushes, **have you yet 
to learn that there are times when it is usual 
for men to vow something or swear any- 
thing v: 

" Times ? " said she, with quivering lips. 

*• "When they find a weak little loving goose 
is Billy enough to believe them. But you 
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have taunted me and tried me more than 
enough about that paper, that certificate or 
whatever it is. I was angry ; it is gone, and 
no power on earth can restore it." 

She regarded him with haggard eyes, and 
said faintly, " Julian, I will tire or taunt you 



no more." 



** Thanks very much, but I had resolved 
to take care of that," replied he, as he jauntily 
left her ; and as he closed the door, though the 
sound thereof jarred prophetically on her 
heart, she little thought that she was never 
again, too probably, to see him in this 
world ! 

** Gnadige frau " (Gracious Madame), said 
the Oberkellner of the hotel next morning as 
she sat alone by an untasted breakfast, '^ I 
have been desired to give you this." 

It was a sealed packet that lay on a silver 
salver, and was addressed to her as ^^Miss 
Gladys Melville," in the handwriting of Lord 
Hermitage ; and a dreadful certainty., rather 
than a foreboding, seized her as she tore open 
the envelope, and found it to contain a legal 
document and a letter, which ran thus : 

VOL. I. I 
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" My dear Gladys,- — ^By the time you read 
this I shall be en route for Yienna^ and have 
thought, under all the circumstances, it was 
better to avoid a scene, which I dread, with 
its explanations, tears, reproaches, and all that 
sort of thing. It is well that we are not 
bound together for life, as you are too exact- 
ing, and I too fond of liberty. 

"Do not believe that my sentiments have 
changed towards you, but the lady with whom 
you saw me, possesses over me that hold 
and those ties, which our imaginary Scotch 
marriage would never give you, and I yield, 
but to inexorable Fate. Pardon me, Gladys, 
but you can never in reality be more than a 
friend to me — a very dear one, of course; 
and if you still love me, I trust in your accept- 
ance of the enclosed gift, which as you are 
still young and beautiful may easily obtain 
for you a husband who will render you more 
happiness than ever could have been accorded 
you by the unfortunate 

"Julian." 

This cold and hypocritical lettet — ^for it 
was both, with all its. conyentional phrase- 
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ol^gy— this letter, so cutting and awM in 
its sentence, was accompanied by a document 
or deed, by which his agent, a Writer to Her 
Majesty's Signet in Edinburgh, was em- 
powered to grant her an annuity of JE200 per 
annum. 

Mechanically the girl's bloodshot and tear- 
inflamed eyes wandered over them both — those 
fatal enclosures ! What meant those cruel and 
terrible words, '' that hold and those ties'} " 
The papers fell from the relaxed hands in 
which she buried her face, wherein a terrible 
expression was gathering. 

The despair of Ariadne was rising in her 
soul. She rapidly reached that condition of 
mind and nerve when excess of grief leads 
to insensibility — an excess that neither cries 
nor tears can relieve, and she fell prone on 
the floor in a deep, deep swoon. 

On recovering from this, long after, the 
girl, abaudoned now and in a foreign country, 
took in the whole horrors of her situation, 
and could weep passionately, bitterly, and 
copiously. 

It Was not because she had seen the illusions 
of r&ok, title, position, and supposed wealth 
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crumble and fade away. Oh no ! she thought 
of none of those things, of which some people 
are all their lives in pursuit ; she could only 
think — ^if one so crushed, so stunned and 
overwhelmed could think at all — of the 
glorious love she had bestowed, and of the 
love she had believed herself to possess in 
return, the love that was lost for ever I 

Could it be by any fault of her own, any 
shortcoming, any casual coldness, of which 
she questioned herself in vain ? The charm 
of life had departed ; ht had gone to return 
no more ; gone, as it was tqo soon proved, 
with another ! Degraded, forsaken, alone, she 
was no longer a wife ; another, she had been 
told, possessed '^ that hold and those ties '* 
which she believed to have been her own : 
no longer a wife, she thought again and again, 
when, oh my God ! she felt that erelong she 
must inevitably become a — ^mother ! 

** A mother ! Oh let me die — let me die I " 
she im plored of heaven ; then she thought of 
her unborn child and prayed for pardon, and 
staggering up, said, " I shall arise and go to 
my father. Ke will not repel me, and Julian 
— Julian, surely when he hears that our child > 
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is bom, will come to me in my misery.* Oh 
yes — ^yes — ^yes — ^it shall be as a pledge of 
miion, a bond of peace between us, when his 
present madness has passed away. But that 
woman, with her golden hair and her terrible 
smile — ^that horrible woman ; God may forgive 
her, though I never can ! " 

She twisted, interlaced, and wrung her little 
white hands in a bewildered and unsettled way, 
while in her fixed and staring eyes — staring, 
as it were, on some unseen object or distant 
horizon— she had the expression, action, and 
aspect of a somnambulist, rather than a 
person awake. 

" Oh, my father's name, old, honoured, 
and stainless ! " she muttered ; " my reputa- 
tion in life, my peace of mind — all gone 
for ever, yea my God — for ever ! But home, 
home ; let me go home, to my father's heart 
and my mother's grave, and the dear old 
Khinns of Galloway ! " 



CHAPTEK X. 



A SAD SEQUEL. 



TT was a chill evening in October, darkening 
into a stormy night, and the old Captain 
sat alone in his little dining-room, gazing 
dreamily into the red changing embers of the 
fire, thinking sadly of the girl who had left 
him ; of what, or of whom else, did he ever 
think! 

Alone. He was always so now, for since 
that fatal night when Gladys had departed he 
had shmmed all society, and avoided even his 
best friends. He was thinking now that 
smrely her letters must have miscarried of late, 
as for a month past he had heard nothing of 
her. 

It was a weird gloaming among the Khinns ; 
lightning had been playing about the summit 
of Clanyard Fell ; gusts of wind ever and 
anon shook the house and wailed amid the 
leafless trees, and the harsh screaming of 
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aqnatie fowls, that fly by night as well as day, 
could be heard occasionally as they sped in- 
land, as if betokening a wild night in the 
North Channel. 

The old clock on the mantelpiece went 
tic-tack, tic-tack, monotonously, and a strange 
foreboding that something was about to hap- 
pen, he knew not what, was filling the heart 
of Captain Melville with oppressive thoughts. 
The firelight was casting weird shadows in 
the room. Before the ruddy hearth, Gyp and 
the cosey cat lay coiled up together, and Mysie 
had just covered np the cages of the birds for 
the night — the pets of the absent or lost 
Gladys, when the terrier started up with qui- 
vering ears, as if he detected an approach of 
which others were unaware. 

Then it came distinctly to the ear — -a 
tremulous ring, as if given by an uncertain 
hand, summoned Mysie to the door, and the 
cry that escaped her brought Captain Melville 
rushing into the entrance-hall, where stood a 
female figure in the dusk, clinging wildly to 
the old nurse who, when in her motherless 
state, had cared for her so tenderly from her 
birth. 
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<* Father/' exclaimed a broken voice, that 
thrilled his heart to its inmost core, '^ father, 
take me to yonr heart and let me die 
there ! " 

** Gladys, Gladys ! *' was all the startled 
man could utter as he clasped the sinking girl 
to his breast — sinking with her own terrible 
thoughts and with fatigue, as she had come 
afoot from a wayside railway station. 

Bepentance often comes too late ; but Mel- 
ville had no words of reproach for Gladys ; 
and yet her return brought him no joy, as he 
heard, at intervals that were filled up by 
tears, caresses, and outbursts of despair, the 
miserable story of how she had been deluded. 
Her father listened to her in flaming wrath 
against Lord Hermitage. There had been a 
time when he would have travelled to the 
ends of the earth -to have punished him ; but 
those days were past now, and even the law 
could neither procure peace nor retribution ; 
and bowing his head — now silvered much 
since last she had seen it — the waves of 
sorrow, of shame, and afiSiction seemed to 
flow over him as he listened to her. 

It was not until some days after that he 
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cpnld realise all the horrors of Gladys' position, 
and he gazed with something of stony wonder 
on the pallid beauty of the girl, which in its 
deathly expression reminded him so painfoUy 
of her mother in her last hours. 

Anon a gust of passionate rage seized him; 
he tore the letter and document written by 
Hermitage into fritters, but resolved to take 
some action in the matter and see his 
daughter righted. 

What power this foreign Baroness had over 
Lord Hermitage, whether legal, as his letter 
seemed to import, or otherwise, he cared not 
to enquire. He knew that already his reputa- 
tion was so bad that scarcely any woman of 
family would commit her daughter to him; 
and any appeal to the Earl, his father, would 
be futile. So, meanwhile, he resolved to see 
the lawyer who had aided and abetted — for 
such he deemed it — the young lord in his 
scheme of villainy. 

A swift train soon brought him to the old 
Burgh-town, beside the Nith, and in prosecut- 
ing his enquiries as to where Mr. Grippie 
dwelt, he felt instinctively that the looks 
and answers of those he questioned were not 
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encouraging as to the character of him he 
Bought. 

One man uttered a malediction upon his 
name, as having been the means of ruining 
him ; another cursed him as a usurer and 
psalm-singing hypocrite. A third said, 

*^ I thought, sir, that most folk in the town 
kenned where Grippie lives.'' 

** But I am a stranger here." 

" Then take ye care, sir.'' 

ii Why ? " 

"If ye look at him, it will cost ye six 
and eightpence ; and if ye shake his hand, 
thirteen and fourpence." 

** I shall not do the latter at all events," 
said the Captain, sternly, as he was in no 
humour for jesting. 

" "Well, that is his house with the big brass 
plate ; and much of the same metal you'll 
find in his face." 

Captain Melville sighed as he approached 
it ; so much hung upon the result of his in- 
terview with this man that his heart felt sick 
as he thought of the situation, and his soul 
seemed to go back to her who was again at 
home. 
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N0W9 it chanced that he could not have 
visited Mr. Grippie at a more inopportune 
time. By that morning's post the lawyer had 
received a letter from Lord Hermitage to the 
effect that ^^ though of course the supposed 
marriage was all bosh and nonsense, at any 
rate it would be better to commit the affair to 
oblivion, in case the girl or her friends ^were 
disposed to be rusty about it ; '' and a cheque 
for a good round sum, as **hush money," 
though it was not called so, was enclosed for 
Mr. Grippie's acceptance. 

He, with a saturnine smile on his mean 
visage, placed the cheque in his cash-box, 
carefally docketed the letter, " The Lord 
Hermitage, anent his marriage," and had just 
locked it fast beside the duplicate certificate 
of that event, when Captain Melville was 
announced. 

" Captain Melville ? Oho ! — the game is 
beginning already I " thought the lawyer, 
whose naturally intriguing, malignant, and 
mischievous heart bounded with delight at 
the hold he had over so many persons. The 
Captain and his daughter were at his mercy ; 
80 also were the Lord Hermitage and the 
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Earl of Deloraine ; for while he, Uriah 
Grippie, possessed that duplicate document, 
the former dared not contract another matri- 
monial engagement, and, whatever happened, 
he could weave out one of the best pleas that 
ever was aired in the House of Lords. 

The smile that sprang from triumph and 
avarice expanded into one of welcome as 
Captain Melville entered, and he motioned 
him to a chair with the jerky nod which he 
meant to be a bow. 

The fine looking old soldier, with grief and 
shame imprinted on his noble face, regarded 
the lawyer, against whom his soul was aflame 
with indignation, blandly, as he assumed at 
first an exterior of ease, that he was far from 
feeling ; while the latter, shrewd-looking, 
suspicious, with craft in every line of his 
vulgar visage, and in every emotion of his 
heart, which ascribed in general unseen 
motives to all, thought deeply of how he was 
to handle the matter in its first stage, and 
listened to all the Captain had to say with 
an inscrutable expression of face, till he heard 
of the document destroyed by Lord Hermit- 
age at Wiesbaden, and the start that ho 
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gave would have been visible to anyone less 
occupied than Captain Melville was then. 

*^ You are sure, sir, that his lordship did as 
you say/' said he ; *^ and that the certificate 
was destroyed." 

" Too surely, sir, to her sorrow and horror, 
did my poor girl see it consumed before her 
eyes." 

" Then no proofs of this marriage exist," 
responded Uriah Grippie, as his fishy eyes 
wandered to the strong box wherein the 
duplicate lay, and fresh emotions of satisfac- 
tion grew up within him. 

" And how dared you to act as you have 
done in this matter, Mr. Grippie ? " 

'' Dared, sir ? " 

" Yes," continued Melville, repressing, as 
well as he could, his growing wrath. 

" When clients who are of age come before 
me — ^best keep your temper, my dear sir ; 
you will gain nothing by losing it with me," 
said the lawyer, as he lay back in his arm- 
chair and placed the tips of his fingers to- 
gether, while regarding with a malicious 
smile the torture his visitor was undergoing. 

" Was this union a legal one ? " 
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'* Quite so." 

" Thank God for that I " said Melville 
fervently. " But irregular ? " 

'* Quite so." 

" Was it registered ? " 

** No ; it was not my duty to do that. 
When parties are convicted of having con- 
tracted an irregular marriage, they must 
register it in the parish where it has taken 
place. When marriage is established by a 
decree of declaration, it is lawful for either of 
the parties to register it in the parish of their 
domicile or usual residence." 

*' I don't understand all this," said the old 
soldier, wearily ; as it seemed unconsciously 
to all appearance, he strode across the room, 
and returning, grasped tremblingly, as if for 
support, the back of a chair, and asked in a 
voice subdued by grief aiid passion, but 
terribly earnest, 

" You wrote the document which Lord 
Hermitage destroyed ? " 

"I have not said so." 

"My daughter says so." 

** Who will believe her word against mine,' 
if it comes to an issue ? " 
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"Dare you say this to me ! " 

" Dare again ; pooh, my dear sir ; let ns be 
reasonable." 

" Consider what a father must feel situated 
as I am," urged Captain Melville, whom the 
lawyer's tone was fast rousing to fury — for 
he felt that this man might have saved 
Gladys from ruin. *' How could you abet 
that which you admit was an irregular mar- 
riage ? " 

** I saw that the young lord was set upon 
it ; and your daughter too, for the matter of 
that. I must own to feeling some surprise 
that so little satisfied her scruples ; but she 
was so blindly m love." 

*' Will you make an affidavit before a justice 
of the peace that such a document as that 
destroyed by the Lord Hermitage existed and 
was penned by you ? " 

" Most distinctly I shall not I *' replied Mr. 
Grippie, with great emphasis, and the Captain 
began to see the hopelessness of his position ; 
" by your own account, he seems to have 
offered your daughter — ^most liberally I must 
say — two hundred per annum." 

** The black-hearted scoundrel ! " 



128 THE LORD HERMITAGE. 

" She should have taken it, nevertheless." 

** Taken it ! " thundered Captain Melville. 
*• Why ? " 

** Because such offers are not made every 
day to a cast-off '* 

But the sentence was never finished hy Mr. 
Uriah Grippie. The Captain's heavy silver- 
mounted cane described a circular cut in the 
air — there was a blow, a crash, and the 
lawyer fell senseless beside his writing-table, 
while his assailant, who felt very much inclined 
to give him a parting kick, put on his hat, 
buttoned his gloves, passed into the street 
and took his departure homeward, with the 
bitter conviction that all was over so far as 
concerned Gladys, and his heart seemed to fill 
with tears. 

Mr. Uriah Grippie was found by his clerks 
and household in a heap on the floor, with an 
ugly contusion on his forehead — a regular 
** Lockerbie lick " — the work, as he alleged, of 
a madman ; and by all who were cognisant of 
the catastrophe, and knew his character, it was 
deemed very odd that he never took any 
means to have his assailant pursued or prose- 
cuted ; but, doubtlesSi he deemed the cheques 
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ti Lord Hermitage excellent plaster for such 
a bruise. 

But that blow rendered him for life the 
mortal enemy of Melville and his daughter, 
and he registered an unuttered oath that 
never, unless Hermitage crossed him, or failed 
to " bleed freely,'* should justice be done to 
the girl who had been deluded. 

On reaching his home a fresh shock 
awaited the poor Captain. Overcome by all 
that she had undergone of late, Gladys had 
prematurely given birth to twin boys, who 
seemed likely to thrive and did thrive well 
and hardily ; while their mother, for many a 
day thereafter, seemed likely to die ; but she 
had them baptised by the names of Julian and 
Gerard Melville. 

How days, weeks, and months passed on 
after that event Gladys scarcely knew ; but 
even her loving heart, that had long hoped 
against hope, grew tired, if such could be, 
of aching for the repentance of one who would 
never repent, and who would come back to her 
never more. 

Winter was past ; the sweet spring time of 
the year was drawing on, and when she sat 
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in her favourite seat in the garden, where 
Julian and his horse had come plunging over 
the hedge, she often asked of herself, was 
her late past-life — yea, her present — a dream 
from which she would awaken. 

The old garden was overgrown with grass 
now, and its flower-beds were choked by weeds ; 
desolation there, spoke of the desolation that 
reigned ih the hearts of the household. The 
pigeons from the old dovecot seemed to recog- 
nise her return and her presence there again, 
and again they were cooing and wheeling 
about her, who was wont to feed them daily. 
Gyp was nestling at her feet, and the young 
buds were bursting in all their vernal greenery 
as of old ; but spring brought no gladness to 
the heart of the girl. Even her children, 
though she regarded them pitifully and 
lovingly, were rather an aggravation than a 
consolation to her ; and there ever recurred 
to her that morning of horror — that morning 
of her desertion in the hotel at Wiesbaden. 

Abandoned to sad reverie, she spent hours 
on that garden-seat, motionless as a statue, 
and absorbed in thought, with her arms hang- 
ing listlessly by her side ; her eyes often fixed 
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on the evening star as it twinkled into sight 
above the dark mountain-peaks that stood 
out black and distinct against the pure blue or 
amber of the sky, where not a breath of air 
Was stirring, and no sound but the bark of a 
distant sheep-dog broke the perfect silence. 

She could remember when she loved such 
quiet evenings, when there was something to 
wish for, and a future to look forward to — some- 
thing unknown, beyond even the midsummer, 
when the com was ripening, the trees in full 
leaf, and the flowers in all their glory ; but 
now — oh now ! 

In obedience to her wishes and his own. 
Captain Melville quitted the Ehinna- of 
Galloway — the place where his hitherto quiet 
and happy life had learnt its bitterest lesson, 
and where his dead wife lay in the humble 
village burying-ground under the shadow of 
an old Galwegian Kirk — and sought a new 
home further north and eastward, where they 
and their sad story were unknown and un- 
heeded, on the verge of Ettrick Forest, the 
pleasant ivy-clad cottage of Fairy Knowe, the 
place where we find him and his grandsons 
at the opening of our narrative. 
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In the nervous consciousness of shame, 
however unmerited, she had shrunk from her 
own sex, and all their natural questionings 
concerning her ''widowhood," and their real 
or aflfected interest in her and her children. 
She never cursed the author of all this, as ten 
thousand other women might have done, who 
had been so wronged ; but she bore her cross, 
remembering One who had borne His cross 
before her — meekly, saintly, and patiently ; 
only longing for the time when she should, 
with all her tender love for her two little ones, 
lay it down with her life and be at peace ; and 
the time soon came. 

The few years of mental suflfering endured 
by Gladys ere she passed away — years of 
futile longing and passionate regret, had given 
much of holy beauty to the expression and 
character of her face, which became so saintly 
that few could look upon it without wonder 
and compassion. 

From the day that Gladys returned to him 
in her great sorrow. Captain Melville seemed 
to become older and graver ; yet doubly sweet, 
tender, and placid was his manner to her, 
in the new home they had been compelled to 



A SAD SEQUEL. 133 

seek. For hours she would sit on a hassock 
by his knee as she had been wont to do in 
childhood ; but now she would have one, or 
both of her babes by her side. 

Long would the lonely father and daughter 
sit thus, in silence, broken only by a caressing 
word, when he would bend his withered face to 
kiss her rich soft hair Or her saddened forehead, 
on which she would press her interlaced fingers 
and weep silently and sorrowfully — how sor- 
rowfully, God alone knew, for her heart was 
broken, and she felt that she was passing away 
from him and her doubly helpless little ones. 

And in these silent hours, when the shadows 
of evening deepened, the old man would sit 
dreamily calling back the years that had 
passed away — memories of the long-since 
dead, and of the never-forgotten past— his 
regiment, the glittering parade, the jovial 
mess-table with its boon companions, all now 
scattered far apart, and many of whom were 
gathered with the dead, his young and loving 
wife's face, the birth of Gladys. All seemed 
unreal now ; and could he be the same man to 
whom all tliese things had happened long, 
long ago ? 
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The twin boys grew tall and strong and 
handsome ; but not under the loving eyes of 
Gladys, who died while they were yet chil- 
dren. And when there came a day in which 
all the old man's tears and prayers — and 
heaven alone knew how bitter were those tears 
and how agonising his prayers — could not 
keep Gladys one hour longer in this world ; 
and in that terrible time when her soul 
was passing away to the foot of the Great 
"White Throne, it was not of the father who 
knelt beside her in voiceless agony, but of 
him who had deceived her she thought. 

'* Oh, press me to your heart, my husband," 
she murmured ; *' do not cast me oflf for that 
terrible woman with the wicked smile. Surely 
there is not such a disparity between us, and 
love levels all : press me to your heart— to 
your heart, Julian, for I am dying now ! '' 

None could tell the moment when her spirit 
fled. She had fallen into a soft sleep, and 
little Julian and the golden -haired Gerard 
nestled quietly beside her, and spoke to each 
other in hushed tones lest they should ^* wake 
poor mamma." 

But *' poor mamma " never woke again ! 



CHAPTEK XI. 

AT THE WHITE WICKET. 

rPHE secret history of their family, so sud- 
denly revealed, filled the two young men 
with mingled shame and dismay; but more 
especially Julian. He knew but too well the 
pride of race and position as a county family 
that existed among the Kingsmuirs, and con- 
ceived that now he could and should never 
more meet his loving and beautiful Kate, and 
this conviction inspired his young and ardent 
heart with an emotion of bitterness that was 
too keen to last, in its strength at least. But 
how wa's he to cease to meet her — to break 
with her, and thus appear false, untrue, or 
changeable, without an explanation ; and in 
what terms could that explanation, so humil- 
iating to himself, be made ? 

To Julian and Gerard the past memory of 
their mother became more vivid now, and with 
pallid cheeks and moistened eyes, the brothers 
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regarded each other tenderly, and together 
communed in thought over all that might and 
ought to have been, and all that was now. 

The dark lord who had acted so insolently 
to Julian lived still, but their mother was 
dead, and reparation was impossible now, 
though retribution was not. The position in 
life they had lost, or rather had never attained, 
was beyond all human power of attainment 
now^ and this conviction was the most crush- 
ing , feature of their story, which both devoutly 
wished they had never learned. 

Could they but have known of that secret 
document, kept among the repositories of 
Uriah Grippie for his own purposes of greed, 
and vengeance for the punishment inflicted 
on him by Captain Melville some twenty years 
before ! 

It was impossible for the brothers^ not to 
repine at a destiny so hard as theirs, and the 
obscurity to which they were condemned ; for, 
by very contrast, that seemed an obscure life 
now which had been, if comparatively humble, 
couleur de rose enough. 

On the busy world — the world of action — 
Captain Melville had long turned his back for 
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ever, save a little county and justice of the 
peace work, or a few hour's fly-fishing. His 
sole dissipation was to linger over a glass of 
claret with Colonel Kingsmuir, or some other 
old chum, playing chess or draughts, and 
talking of '* the service " and the changes 
eflfected therein, sending it effectually to the 
dogs; but now the re-appearance of Lord 
Hermitage disturbed sorely the quiet current 
of his thoughts, raising to white-heat all the 
bitterness of the buried past. 

What the Captain had to leave, in a mone- 
tary way, when death came, might have been 
enough for one, but certainly not for two ; and 
often when the brothers were kindly and ear- 
nestly discussing their inevitable future, Gerard 
proposed to leave all to Julian and Kate 
Kingsmuir, in his singleness of heart, and 
push his own way in the world with his 
talents; but poor Gerard forgot that, in the 
estimation of the Kingsmuir s, all the Captain 
possessed on this side of the grave was deemed 
a very poor inheritance indeed. 

Gerard had distanced all his competitors 
during his scholastic career, for many who 
were his equals in ability were inferior to him 
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in the habit of literary industry, combined 
with p.a.n« ^d enthLsm. 

Julian had now a wild and romantic craving 
to make a name brilliant beyond that he 
had lost, in any line but literature, which was 
not his role ; war, politics, or trade ; a youth's 
wild, vague vision ! And what was the name 
he had lost ! he strove, but in vain, to think 
scornfully ? Historic certainly, and yet not 
great in later years, for ^' the first Lord of 
Deloraine had sold his Union vote, like the Earl 
of Balcarres, for J6600," as the old Captain 
said contemptuously. Since then the Earls 
of Deloraine had been all mediocre nobodies, 
and among 'Hhe sixteen nobles of the North; " 
when not dissipating in London they were 
vegetating on their Border estates. 

Yet Julian and Gerard felt conscious of the 
sophistry of thus seeking to undervalue the 
line they came from, and their hearts were 
rent and torn ; crushed, at the very outset of 
life, as it were, by the painful antecedents we 
have narrated, yet fired by vague hopes of 
righted wrongs, and vengeance for their 
injured mother's sakej but vengeance on 
whom — ^their father ? 
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As in a dream that night the brothers knelt 
side by side when the little household at Fairy 
Eiiowe met for the usual orisons. Julian's 
thoughts wandered wide indeed of the simple 
family prayer delivered by his white-haired 
grandfather ; he thought not of the presenti 
but of the future — ^the vague and cloudy future. 

From all he could learn incidentally, or 
cared to learn, Lord Hermitage had not the 
shadow of a doubt that the two young men 
named Melville, who resided at Fairy Knowe 
with their grandfather, Captain Gerard Mel- 
ville, were his sons, and of the wife he had 
used so infamously. 

But their marriage he had never believed 
in, viewing it merely as a necessary formula 
to satisfy the scruples of the simple and con- 
fiding Gladys ; and he had always reflected 
that even were it a true and binding one, the 
proofs thereof had perished in the flames at 
Wiesbaden. Moreover, though Mr. Uriah 
Grippie lived— as his lordship knew to his cost 
— his two clerks, the only witnesses to the 
document, were both dead. 

Destitute of all common affection^ even of 
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the natural instinct that leads the lower 
animals to love their young, he cared to think 
no more in the matter than to consider ^ ' how 
deuced awkward and absurd it would be " in 
him — a gay man of the world, a vaurien still, 
with the matrimonial intentions he began 
seriously to have in view, lest it might be 
too late — to announce to .society and to his 
*^ set " that he had ^* a couple of big, hulking 
sons, fellows verging on twenty years of 
age ! " 

Bah ! the thing was not to be thought of 
for an instant. 

To proceed to thrust themselves upon his 
notice never for a moment occurred to either 
of the lads, for both were high-spirited and 
as proud as Lucifer; and erelong a deadly 
wrong that Julian was about to receive at his 
hands widened the breach between him and 
his unnatural father for ever. 

Julian had not the heart to keep his ap- 
pointment with Kate at the White Wicket 
next day, so he left it over till the following, 
according to their arrangement : they had 
always now a substitute hour, in case of 
failure or unavoidable interruption. But soon 
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the sweet dreams of hope, if blended with 
tremulous doubt, began to rise in his young 
breast again. 

Could she, even if she learned his secret 
story, love him the less therefor ? He re- 
pelled the fear ; but there were her father and 
her mother, whom he knew to be both am- 
bitious and proud ; and then it was, when he 
thought of them, that he felt a beggar in blood 
as in pocket, and his heart, and his fiery soul 
too, died within him. 

And on the day when he was too faint or 
sick-hearted to meet her, he felt his blood 
run cold with unmerited humiliation when he 
shrunk into a thicket as Kate Kingsmuir 
and her sisters and their friend. Amy Kerr, 
escorted by Lord Hermitage, came cantering 
past, all beautifully mounted, a lively, laugh- 
ing riding party, bound for a scamper among 
the green country lanes : and that man was 
hu father ! 

*^ Oh, heaven — good, kind heaven ! "thought 
Julian, as he went to the trysting-place on the 
following day, his whole soul absorbed in the 
sad and humiliating story we have narrated in 
the preceding chapters. '* I have been too 
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happy — we have been too happy, for such joy 
to last long. Gerard ever predicted that 
some cloud would come into our sky, and the 
cloud has come ! Dear and gentle Gerard, 
why had you that thought ; why a prevision 
of evil ? " 

The little private wicket, half hidden amid 
the green depths of a grand old hedge, sud- 
denly opened, and Kate, all bright and bloom- 
ing, stood before him, and playfully scolded 
him for failing to keep the appointment she 
had omitted to keep herself. Bitter thoughts 
were surging through the soul of Julian, but 
the soft hands of Kate roused him, and her 
tender lips consoled him with kisses, to be 
remembered sadly and painfully when seas 
rolled between him and her, and there came 
**that death in life — ^the days that are no 
more ! " 

In Kate's piqmnte face there was some- 
thing that we cannot put in words, its best 
attribute being that its brilliance of varying 
expression was beyond description. Her 
masses of ruddy goldeiji hair were gathered 
in a, great knot at the back of her handsome 
head; her white 9iid perfect ^ throat was 
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-encircled by a blue velvet ribbon, whereat 
hung a diamond locket, which was the gift of 
Lord Hermitage, though Julian knew it not — 
a birthday gift, of which she forgot, perhaps, 
to speak. 

^* You have the new photo for me, darling," 
said Julian, as they strolled along a narrow 
woodland, where no one ever met them. 

*^ Yes, here it is," said the girl, with a coy 
smile of pride and pleasure. 

*^And in the dearest of velvet cases! oh, 
how sweet it is — how like you ! " 

^' I dx) think I am pretty, Julian ! " she 
exclaimed, laughing. 

'^ Pretty, Kate ! oh " et cetera. 

^ ^ Julian, what do you think Lord Her- 
mitage said ? '' 

^^ I neither know nor care ! " 

*^ Julian ! " said Kate, surprised by his tone 
and the sudden gloom that overspread his 
face ; '* but you should care." 

" Well, and he said ? " 

**I have a hundred minds not to tell you." 

*' Pardon me, darling — ^but do say." 

'^I was so beautiful that no photo could 
ever do me justice, and I felt so happy 
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to hear him say so, Julian, because — be- 
cause " 

'' What, my love ? " 

^'I instantly thought of you, and what 
you must think of me. But, Julian, you 
never told me that I was beautiful/* she 
added, pouting. " Why is that ? " 

* ^Because I love you, Kate, and love never 
runs out into extravagant compliments, but 
leaves admiration to be inferred by tenderness 
and faith.'' 

^'Dear old thing, you talk quite like a book," 

And so they sauntered slowly on, hand in 
hand, full of themselves only, with the flaky 
sunshine falling on them in golden gleams 
athwart the thick leafy pathway. 

Poor young hearts ! hitherto they had never 
grown tired of talking of the future ; but now 
there was a cloud on Julian's brow, and a hesi- 
tation in his manner, which he strove to conceal 
from her. But there rested no shadow of doubt 
on the fair bright face of Kate, when they 
spoke of the long, long life of supreme happi- 
ness they were to pass together — a life of love, 
joy, and pleasure, for so they thought, as Paul 
and Virginia thought before them, in the sim- 
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plicity of their minds, and freshness of soul 
— a life in some Utopia all their own. 

And when Julian gazed on that sweet, fair 
face, so trustingly upturned to his, he longed 
to be the master — ^not of such a baronial abode 
as Deloraine — but of some pretty cottage 
buried among roses— a fairy cage, such as 
lovers dream of ; yet had he searched the 
secret heart of Kate Kingsmuir, he would have 
found her preference for some such dwelling as 
Claude Melnotte painted in words, as standing 
by the Lake of Como. 

Anyway, "perhaps there is no period of this 
mortal life so truly happy as that in which 
all our thoughts are looking forward to some 
great joy to come." So with these anticipations 
their young love had been a delicious idyll, 
and both had seemed to float upon a stream 
of joy, till this cloud came over Julian. 

* * Kate," said he, after a pause and with much 
hesitation, ** are you sure — quite sure " 

< * Sure of what ? — ^why do you hesitate and 
grow pale ? " 

** That you really love me ? " 

" Julian ! " cried Kate, impetuously and 
reproachfully. 
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" That you do not mistake mere liking — 
it may be, mere friendship, or old acquaint- 
ance, for, for" — his lips quivered — "for love ?" 

Her eyes grew moist with the purest ten- 
derness, and her lovely lips quivered too, as 
she saw, with something of wonder, a yearning, 
hungry, almost hunted expression gathering 
in the dark and handsome eyes of her lover. 

** I am sure — certain as we live, that I love 
you, dearest, dearest Julian ! " 

*' Thanks, my darling — oh, thank you ! " 

*^ What more can I say ? '' 

'^ Nothing," said he in a choking voice. 

*^ What strange mood is this ? Are you 
satisfied ? " 

'' Quite." 

He restrained his tears with dij0ficulty, for 
they were tears of overwhelming tenderness 
and joy. 

*^But why all these questions?" asked 
the girl with increasing wonder ; '* surely 
you do not doubt me ! " 

*' Oh no — it would be vile to do so." 

'^And so cruel, Julian." 

He caught her in his arms and pressed her 
convulsively to his breast; but his sudden 
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emotion was unintelligible to Kate, who said, 
hastily, 

"Now let us part, darling — a man, a 
stranger, is loitering near; good-bye till to- 
morrow," and she hurriedly left him. 

Julian turned back to the wicket, feeling 
relieved of much of his deep emotion, though 
he had told her nothing, and he was too full 
of the interview to take heed of who the loiterer 
was; but it proved to be Kingan Jannock, 
whom more than once he had reproved and 
threatened for poaching. 

Kate's love and tenderness were a glorious 
balm to the tortured spirit of Julian, though 
he feared that his reticence to her on the dis- 
covery he had made, amounted to a species of 
treachery, so sensitive was he in his love for her. 

He could not risk her probable loss by the re- 
velation of it ; and so, for the time, let it sle^p. 

As for poor Gerard, he had no such solace, 
but remained for days sunk in deep thought, 
and wandering in the woods or on the solitary 
hill sides, pondering whether aught could be 
done to remove the secret stigma under which 
he felt that he and his brother lay ! 



CHAPTER XII. 

WHICH CONTAINS MUCH IN LITTLE. 

Tj' VENTS, as yet unforeseen, were on the 
tapis, to mar the happmess and cloud 
the sunshine of Julian Melville and Kate 
Kingsmuir. 

The first rough awakening from his day- 
dreams — ^those dreams that are so sweet when 
love is in its flush — was caused by some 
remarks made by Captain Melville to him 
and his brother on the eventualities of the 
future, which neither he nor Gerard, the 
former most certainly, had as yet fully 
considered. 

^ * I am getting an old man now, boys, and 
I cannot be with you always/' said he one 
day to Julian and Gerard, to whom he had 
been as father and mother combined since 
childhood, and as he spoke, they felt their 
hearts wrung, for they long had seen how years 
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and thought were telling upon him mentally 
and bodily. 

** Don't talk so, grandfather," said Gerard, 
laying a hand on his shoulder caressingly. 

*'But I must, for there is no disguising 
the fact that age is, as Ossian says, Mark 
and unlovely,' and the time is coming when* 
my place will be vacant. Many are the 
vicissitudes of life, and the lives that are 
before you both are as yet too vague and 
undefined to me. My means are small — 
more than half of them will die with myself ; 
yet will I do what I can to provide you 
with a remedy in some measure against the 
pecuniary difficulty that may be before 
you." 

" Grandfather ! " exclaimed Julian, scarcely 
knowing what to say in answer to a preamble 
that perplexed and grieved him. 

"You cannot spend all your days here," 
continued the old man, shaking his head; 
V* you among your books, Gerard, and you, 
Julian, with your fishing-rod and gun. In 
my loneliness of heart, and, it may be, my 
selfish desire not to part with you, I have 
already kept you both too long at Fairy 
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Knowe, forgetting that you have the battle 
of life to fight, and that by trade " 

^' Trade, grandfather !" interrupted Julian • 

*' Well, by business or profession you have 
each to push your way in the world, and of 
course far away from me and this sequestered 
* place." 

** But how — when ? " asked Julian. 

** How and when are to me the mys- 
tery," said the old man, with a weary and 
sorrowful air, as he let his chin sink upon his 
breast. 

*^ And a mystery to me too, grandfather," 
added Julian, as he felt his heart die within 
him, for he seemed in all this to hear the 
sentence of separation between himself and 
Kate Kingsmuir, yet he felt keenly the justice 
and propriety of his grandfather's views, withal 
that they were so vague, and the perplex- 
ing subject had been recurred to more than 
once before. 

But for his high pride and firm sense of 
the wrong done to his dead daughter, there 
were times when the old soldier was almost 
inclined to bow to fate, and to humiliate 
himself before the heartless traitor who had 
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destroyed her, and to seek at his hands some 
aid or influence for his two sons, now verging 
ahnost on manhood without any adequate 
provision for their future, or any provision at 
all, save the little that he — poor old man — 
could leave them. 

But anon he scorned to make the secret 
of their wants, or almost of their existence, 
known to one who seemed sedulously to 
ignore both. 

Captain Melville was not ignorant of the 
regard that Julian and the bright-eyed Kate 
Kingsmuir seemed to have for each other; 
but deemed it the fancy of a boy and girl — 
a fancy that was doomed to pass away and 
come to nothing ; all the more so that the 
views of her wealthy parents were far beyond 
tolerating in any way the attentions of a 
penniless lad like Julian. But he loved to 
see the young pair together, and to have the 
girl about him, as she was always so tender 
and loving to himself; for it has been said, 
with truth, that there is *' an inexpressible 
charm to careworn age in the hopes that can 
never 'more be its own, and the illusions 
which can never again lend a grace to the 
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beaten path of existence. It is memory that 
makes the old indulgent to the young," and 
thus it was the recollection of his own early 
years, when as a young and happy subaltern 
he had won the love of Gladys' mother, that 
made him view with tender interest the 
passion that Julian had for Kate, hopeless 
and foolish as he deemed it, and all unknown, 
as he certainly conceived it to be, to the 
household at Kingsmuir. 

And the brothers talked for the thousandth 
time of their hapless mother's story, of their 
own birth, and of the slender chance, or rather 
the hopelessness of proving themselves the 
legitimate sons of Lord Hermitage — the heirs 
of lordly Deloraine ; going over the same 
subject, the same dreary ground, again and 
again, in their utter helplessness of coming to 
any conclusion, proof, or elucidation, for 
Uriah Grippie, the only man who could have 
helped them, knew not of their existence ; 
moreover, he was the foe of their grandfather, 
and by more than one handsome remittance 
of hush money, prior to their mother's death, 
was completely in the interest of Lord Her- 
mitage. 
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Bat reflection showed to them the wisdom 
of committing their airy, though honest and 
ambitious dreams to oblivion, and of deeming 
themselves what their father's treachery had 
made them, to all appearance, nameless^ and 
the first of their race, a position of which 
Julian was erelong to experience the full 
bitterness. 

For when with Kate, and she innocently 
referred to the protracted visit of Lord Her- 
mitage at Kingsmuir — ^more than all, when 
she playfully and coquettishly mentioned his 
admiration of herself, she little knew how 
Julian's heart was wrung ; and when his olive- 
tinted face grew pale, his dark eyes sparkled, 
and his lips quivered with the painful emotions 
of shame and degradation the name of Her- 
mitage excited in his breast, she would pause 
with wonder, look at him with earnest and 
tender inquiry, and then coyly ask him to 
kiss and forgive her, if she had said aught 
that annoyed him. 

** I would that he were gone, with all my 
heart, this Lord Hermitage, if his presence at 
our house annoys you," said Kate ; ^* your 
quarrel should be forgotten, and not prevent 



J 54 THE LORD HERMIT A GE. 

yon from visiting us as usual. But why is 
he so distasteful to you ? " 

" I cannot tell you/' said Julian, a little 
doggedly. ** I do not know.'' 

^^.Butldo." 

** You ? " exclaimed he, aghast, as his 
colour fled. 

'* Yes, you are actually jealous of him." 

*' Oh no, no, Kate ; such an idea never 
Altered my head," said Julian, greatly re- 
lieved to find that he had mistaken her 
meaning. 

** It would be an absurd fear indeed. He 
is old enough to be the father of us both ; 
and am I not to be your wife, Julian — ^your 
own pledged little wifie ? " 

And her engaging caresses soon brought 
back the bright fond smile to his face ; though 
her sweet countenance fell when he told her 
of all that Captain Melville had been so 
recently and sadly urging — the necessity for 
Gerard and himself leaving Fairy Knowe, for 
where they knew not yet, but to push their 
way in the world j and Kate's eyes of dark 
violet-blue filled with tears as she listened 
to V the recapitulation of a state of md;tters 
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that, from the pinnacle on which wealth placed 
her, she could scarcely comprehend ; it seemed 
so strange that gentlemen should have to 
work — so odd that one should want money. 

But again she repeated the tender and en- 
gaging reassurance that she was his '^ plighted 
wife," and the heart of Julian thrilled with 
delight ; and as he held her face caressingly 
between his hands and gazed into the liquid 
depth of her dark-blue eyes, and on the sheen 
of her red-golden hair that glittered in the 
sunlight, he thought that no face in all thd 
world could be more divine than that of his 
own Kate ; and they parted, his heart swell- 
ing with such happiness that the vagueness of 
the future was forgotten. 

During the visit of Lord Hermitage, Julian 
had made various excuses to abstain from 
visiting Kingsmuir, but he hastened thither 
on learning that his lordship had gone to 
Deloraine, only to be told thsit no one was at 
home ; an answer so unusual in the counky 
that it surprised him. But surprise became 
perplexity when he was told the same thing 
two or three times, and he thought — ^but4t 
might be fancy — ^he detected a peculiar snule 
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in the face of the valet who opened the 
door. 

Still more would Julian have been per- 
plexed and troubled had he overheard some 
of the conversations in which, about this 
time, his name was referred to by Mrs. 
Kingsmuir, a lady who had been a noted 
beauty in her day, and was a thorough 
woman of the world ; and though all her 
daughters were well dowered, she was anxious 
that none but the most eligible parties should 
approach them. Severely handsome still, 
Mrs. Kingsmuir had a face that was lineless, 
cold, pale, and often imperious in expres- 
sion. 

Selecting a time when she found Kate 
alone, teaching a pet dog that Julian had 
given her to beg for pieces of biscuit, she 
began abruptly : 

** Kate, to me it has become intensely tire- 
some and absurd, this aflfair of you and Julian 
Melville, and it must be ended — if Melville 
is indeed his name." 

" Mamma ! " exclaimed Kate, in a breath- 
less voice, for never before had this tone been 
adopted, though on more than one occasion 
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had she been rallied, especially by her sisters, 
about Julian. 

" Your papa, too, says it must be ended ; 
he has ceased to be a boy and you a school- 
girl tT Moreover, he is a nobody — ^yea, less 
than a nobody, if all be true that Lord Her- 
mitage has hinted." 

*' Mamma ! " urged Kate again, in a breath- 
less voice, while colouring deeply. 

** There is some peculiar mystery about 
his birth. I never considered the matter be- 
fore, but I do now." 

" Surely Captain Melville is a gentle- 
man ? " 

** That I grant you ; but who was the 
father of Julian and his brother Gerard ? " 

" I never inquired, mamma," replied Kate 
who felt on the verge of weeping. 

** Has he ever talked on the subject ? " 

" He, mamma ! " 

** This Julian," said Mrs. Kingsmuir, 
haughtily and impatiently. 

'' No." 

" He is wise, perhaps. Poor fellow ! it is 
not his fault." 

*^ What is not his fault?" 
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" Much that I care not to enter upon with 
you." 

" I always thought he was your especial 
favourite, mamma," said Kate, with her eyes 
full of tears. 

" As a young friend, certainly; but your 
name must not be coupled with his by the 
gossips of a country-side ; thus, his visits 
here must cease, and I have given directions 
to that effect," she added, with a haughty 
wave of her white hand. 

Kate's countenance fell; she saw that in 
the matter of Julian's birth there must be 
some mystery, for most sedulously had the 
name of his father been ever ignored. She 
thought it strange that the idea had never 
occurred to her before. She knew her parents' 
extravagant pride of birth, of position, and 
their ever-avowed high hopes concerning her- 
self and her sisters, and she felt her heart die 
within her for a time. 

" Julian," resumed her mother, after a 
pause, during which she had been closely 
scanning her, *' is a handsome and winning 
lad I admit, but nameless, unknown, and, 
what is equally bad, penniless." 
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" Oh, mamma, Julian loves me ! "urged 
Eate, piteously. 

" Fiddlestick ! He has only that to recom- 
mend him. No woman in her senses would 
ever tolerate a man who had only his love to 
oflfer ; and this young fellow is little more 
than a boy." 

" A minute ago you said he had ceased to 
be one." 

*'Love may be very fascinating, romantic, 
and all that — amid the dulness of the 
country especially — but it does not make the 
man, neither does it give him the requisites 
of birth, wealth, and position." 

** But, mamma, surely it is a terrible thing 
to marry without love." 

' ' Love alone will not do ; and who is talk- 
ing of marriage ? Who thinks of it in con- 
nection with the poor or ignoble ? " 

" Ignoble ! Oh, mamma, what a harsh 
word in this instance ! " exclaimed Kate ; 
and she thought, "I shall certainly loathe 
this Lord Hermitage for aspersing Julian 
thus. What can he, a stranger, know about 
poor Julian or his family ? " 

Had she known the whole truth — ^the cruel 
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mystery of the past — still more would she 
have loathed him at that moment, doubtless. 

** You know, Kate — or rather, you will soon 
know, when a little older — that real happi- 
ness in this world is only to be found in keep- 
ing clear of all the follies and perplexities 
induced by that foolish passion concerning 
which you devour so much from Mudie's 
monthly box." 

" You mean love, mamma ? " 

'' Of course." 

" Did you avoid it when you married 
papa ? " 

** That has nothing to do with the case ; 
and your papa is a man of family and high 
position, though not a peer of the realm, as 
Lord Hermitage will soon be. And now let 
this matter end," added Mrs. Kingsmuir, as 
she haughtily swept out of the room, rustling 
her stiff moire aniiqm as she went. 

<* As Lord Hermitage will be," thought the 
startled girl, as a new and stronger, but not 
unpleasant light suddenly broke upon her. 

** I have spoken with our foolish Kate on 
thxit matter," said Mrs. Kingsmuir as she joined 
her husband the Colonel, who was smoking 
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a cigar in the conservatory for his own solace 
and the benefit of certain exotics ; ^' and so 
it is ended/' 

"It is well — for it was a matter that was 
going too far.*' 

Poor Kate and Julian ! their young love 
was thus coolly spoken of in the past tense. 

** I even hinted of Lord Hermitage." 

" That was unwise." 

" Why ? " 

*' I don't think Hermitage is much of a 
marrying man." 

" Why ? " asked Mrs. Kingsmuir, curtly. 

** Because," replied the Colonel, while 
leisurely blowing concentric rings of smoke 
into the petals of an orchid, ** I heard him 
say the other day in the billiard-room, when 
quoting somebody — * Love is a lively romance, 
marriage is a flat history.' A married man 
has nothing further to expect but to sit down 
quietly and wait for death," added the Colonel, 
laughing. 

" It was very saucy of him to say such 
things in your hearing ; but he seems fond of 
Kate, certainly, and he has sown all his wild 
oats by this time." 

TOL. I. If 
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^ I should think so, my dear," said Colonel 
Kingsmuir, with a smile on his face, the 
general expression of which betokened can- 
dour, and truth in his deep hazel eyes, though 
he was an easy-going man, and led by his wife 
in all things. 

*' And," continued Mrs. Kingsmuir, warm- 
ing with a subject so congenial to her views, 
** and got over all those faults which render a 
young man so ineligible for the marriage 
state/' 

* * Had I got over them when I married you, 
Kate ? Hermitage is a pleasant kind of fellow, 
but he has been dissipated and is up to his 
eyes in debt, I fear, those Deloraine people 
always are." 

'^ But he will be a peer one of these days, 
and Kate must play her cards well on one 
hand, and on the other cease to have her 
name coupled with young Melville." 

'* Of course. Eingan Jannock tells me 
that they are in the habit of meeting at the 
White Wicket near the belt of wood I planted 
for the deer." 

'' Intolerable folly I " 

Dazzled by the prospect of having a peer 
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for a son-in-law, Mrs. Kingsmuir was never 
tired of consoling herself with the maxim, and 
impressing it also upon her husband, that a 
reformed rake always makes the best husband, 
and did so now emphatically. 

** I must make but an indifferent one then," 
replied the Colonel, laughing. 

Soon after this, there came a day — Julian 
never forgot it — ^when Kate failed to meet 
him ; not that the event proved much, as she 
often failed to do so now. The evening was 
a lovely one ; the breeze was redolent of per- 
fume ; though the season was so far advanced, 
the yellow and white butterflies were still 
flitting among the wayside flowers, the purple 
foxglove bells and the golden broom ; while 
aloft the birds were singing their last song as 
they winged their way home to tree and 
hedgerow. 

The familiar face and figure were not at 
the White Wicket, but against it there lounged 
the loutish Bingan Jannock, whom we have 
said was half a shepherd and wholly a poacher, 
who informed him, with a covert malevolence 
twinkling in his eyes, that the Colonel and 
all his family had gone on a visit to Deloraine, 
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To linger were useless ; heartsick, with a 
sense of humiliation, that she was there, where 
fee could never be, he turned him homeward, 
his soul convulsed with conflicting emotions 
and a foreboding of coming evil. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

VASIUX ET UUTABILB 8BUFME FEUINA, 

npHE visit of the Coloners family to Delo- 
raine proved to be a somewhat protracted 
one, and drearily passed the weeks to Julian 
the while in love-sick longing, as they gave 
him no sight of her he pined for. 

Bat, to his astonishment, he suddenly 
learned that the Kingsmuirs had returned and 
had been at home several days before he was 
aware of the circumstance. He resumed his 
visits to the White Wicket, at the usual hour 
daily, and lingered there, with a heart that beat 
anxiously and wearily, but his bright Kate 
came there no more. Illness did not detain 
her, for she was in perfect health he knew. 

Wherefore then did she avoid him ? 

Julian remembered, the last time he had 
called at the house of Eingsmuir and been 
received by the lady thereof, how cold she 
had been to him, and that no servant had 
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been rung for to show him out, a piece of 
rudeness of which he could not have believed 
one so punctilious would be guilty. The 
omission then seemed forgetfulness ; now it 
was beginning to have great significance, for 
Julian was fast becoming nervously suscep- 
tible of everything in the shape of slight. 

But what of Kate ? The try sting-place 
was there, and why came she not as usual ? 

Alas for the weakness, it may be the 
treachery, of which the human heart is 
capable ! The weeks spent amid the baronial 
splendour of Deloraine, with Mrs. Kingsmuir 
as a monitress and matchmaker, had not been 
without a dire and fatal effect on Eate. 
Varium et mutabile semper femina I 

On one of those days when, with a heart 
sick and sad with alarm and disappointment, 
Julian turned away slowly and reluctantly 
from the old familiar meeting-place, and was 
marvelling whether he might venture to call 
at Kingsmuir again, after having been told so 
repeatedly that ** no one was at home/' at 
the usual hour when they were wont to meet, 
Eate was seated in the garden with her great 
friend naid chief gossip, Amy Eerr of Eers- 
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hope, and had forgotten all about it, at least 
to all appearance. 

As she sat on a garden seat, in a white 
dress, amid a flood of sunshine, a lovely 
picture she made, with her glorious hair, her 
soft complexion, and her deep blue eyes, yet 
her mind was fall of thoughts that were the 
reverse of unworldly. 

She and Amy Kerr were making bouquets, 
in mere idleness, of some of the last flowers 
of spring, for the summer glory of the garden 
had departed. The perfection of Scottish 
landscape gardening, one portion of it was 
ancient, with terraces partly paved and partly 
gravelled, with balustrades, flights of steps and 
grotesque stone figures, with a series of open 
lawns, having closely- clipped turf, the soil 
of which had been untouched since James 
VII. was king, intersected by tall hedges of 
holly and yew, and having rosaries and shrubs 
cut into the forms of peacocks, eggcups, and 
vases ; while the modem portion showed 
flower beds, shrubbery, and ribbon-bordering 
that might have rivalled some portions of 
Kew. 

With a soft smile Eate was plucking leaf 
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by leaf a rose from the conservatory, and 
muttering to herself, with a soft smile on her 
face, '* He loves me — ^he loves me not,'' &e., 
till the last one came, and she exclaimed 
aloud, '* II m'aime passionnement I " 

Then Amy Kerr burst into a fit of laughter ; 
a brown-haired, hazel-eyed, and graceful girl, 
she was as full of animation as Kate seemed 
now to be of pensive langour. 

**I have been watching you," she exclaimed. 
*' Oh, Kate, darling, how happy you must be, 
as Lord Hermitage comes back to-morrow." 

'* Happy ? " 

*' Yes, Kate— don't you love him ? " 

*^0f course I must love him. Amy — under 
the circumstances." 

'* I would that I were engaged," said Amy, 
thoughtfully; '* it must be a wonderful joy to 
be so." 

'* Well, you will be one day, no doubt." 

** But how brilliant is yours, Kate — about 
to be a countess ! " 

*' Not yet — ^not just yet," replied the girl, 
with a bright, yet soft smile of gratification. 

** Well — you must be one when the old 
Earl dies." 
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''And what of it?" asked Kate, as if 
coronets lay every day at her pretty feet. 

" You will be forgetting all your humble 
county friends then." 

** Oh, Amy, how can you think so oddly, 
so meanly, of me ? But I know you only jest, 
and know me better than that comes to. Were 
I to be made Queen of Scotland — ^yes, or of 
Great Britain, I would never forget you and 
the pleasant, joyous times we have had 
together." 

** Or your promise ? " 

'' Of course." 

For Amy Eerr and Kate had exchanged 
promises to the effect that whichever was 
married first should have the other as her 
chief bridesmaid, and now Amy was looking 
forward with great delight to the time when 
she should act in that capacity. 

** Yes, Amy," said Kate, dreamily, ** to- 
gether we shall share all the glories of the 
next London season." 

**And Julian Melville," said Amy, after a 
pause ; ** what of him, eh ? " 

"Poor fellow 1 don't speak of him ! " replied 
Kate, colouring deeply. 
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'* But you must think of him," urged Amy. 

" Of course I do — that is, sometimes ; but 
Julian is so young — and so poor.'^ 

'*But you are not very old. How odd, 
that hoth, should be called Julian! Well, 
Kate ? " 

"Oh, Julian Melville will get over it in 
time — ^people have a way of getting over 
everything at last, I suppose." She remained 
silent for a time, but any regretful thoughts 
were stifled by the consciousness of Julian's 
hopeless poverty, which had been duly im- 
pressed upon her by mamma, and by the rank 
and wealth that would be hers as the wife of 
Lord Deloraine, which her new lover would 
be in course of time. All her life had Kate 
been nursed in the lap of luxury — ^poverty 
she could not understand, save as some black 
and bitter thing to be avoided. Everything 
around her, the stately mansion-house, en- 
crusted with coats-of-arms, the stately trees 
in the chase, the familiar gardens — ^the old one 
with its stone terraces, and great sun and 
moon dial; the new one with its carefally- 
tended flowers, shrubberies, and great marble 
fountain, all spoke to her of wealth — the 
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power of gold ; so dismissing the thought of 
Julian, as unwelcome just then, she said, 
** Did I tell you that Lord Hermitage is 
getting the family jewels reset at Edinburgh 
for me P and mamma says the diamonds are 
really magnificent ! " 

Then followed some praises and views of 
the personal appearance and character of 
Lord Hermitage, and much more favourable 
they were than those formed of the same 
personage by the old nurse, Mysie, some 
twenty years before. 

So to this climax had matters come at 
last ! 

At forty years the art of winning — an art 
that had long since become habit and second 
nature — ^had not left the hlase lord, and all 
ignorant of the close tie, the terrible relation- 
ship, that existed between him and her 
quondam lover, it is to be feared that the 
lovely little ear of Kate Kingsmuir had lis- 
tened with but too much pleasure to all that 
his subtle tongue poured into it, while her 
vanity— fostered by her mother — was flattered 
by the prospect of being Lady of Hermitage, 
Countess of Deloraine> and mistress of more 
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than one grand old Border castle of Scotland's 
feudal and historic days, together with a 
noble mansion in Tybumia. 

Yet times there were when in her secret 
heart, while her cheek crimsoned, she sighed 
to think of what Julian must feel when he 
heard of it all ; but how much more would 
she have blushed had she known all ! 

Lord Hermitage had said that he loved 
her ; had done so rapidly, plainly, and fluently. 
It was easy for him to say again that which 
he had said many times before to others. His 
society had speedily become pleasant to her, 
and she felt that she would miss him when he 
left Deloraine for London, where perhaps his 
affections might Ught upon some more bril- 
liant object. 

That idea piqued, galled, and fretted her ; 
and he had, after singling her out from her 
sisters, surrounded her with such an atmo- 
sphere of admiration and adulation that she 
felt it would be impossible now to live out of 
it. And Lord Hermitage could, when he 
chose, be so suave to all ! Though he had 
been so furious — yea, brutally so — about the 
intervention of Juliau at the otter-hunt, he 
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gave society the general impression of his 
being a man who was never put out about 
anything. Then he was always scrupulously 
well-dressed ; the rude and sporting costume 
so prevalent in the present day he entirely 
ignored as ** bad form/' 

So ** mamma's " plans and hopes had sue- 
ceeded beyond her fondest anticipations, and 
Kate had returned to Kingsmuir the affianced 
wife of the heir of Deloraine ! 

The future ! What girl of her years and 
position ever did consider the future, or the 
chances of that vague time ? Of the years 
to come, or of what her married career might 
be with such a mate as Lord Hermitage, she 
never thought at all — or if so, it was simply 
and gloriously of herself as a peeress, and one 
of the queens of ** society " ! 

Colonel Kingsmuir, in addition to a noble 
landed estate, had realised a princely fortune 
in India, and could portion his daughters, 
Kate, Ermentruyde, and merry little Muriella, 
more than well. Kate was beautiful, a lady 
in rank, had a plentiful dower, and the old, 
ailing Earl, whom we last saw fretting queru- 
lously alone in the old draughty dining-hall, 
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was quite satisfied in a monetary point of 
view ; so was my Lord Hermitage, and the 
whole affair was as good as unfait accompli. 

Both congratulated themselves on the fact 
that Kate's dower would brighten all gloomy 
old Deloraine from its battlements to those 
darksome dungeons where, in past times, 
Englishmen had been kept in hundreds under 
bolt and bar, till ransomed or exchanged 
according to the ** Leges Marchiarum," or old 
Laws of the Borders. 

'*Lady of Hermitage, Countess of Delo- 
raine — ^how nice they sound, and how strange 
it will all be ! But poor Julian ! " thought, 
almost said, Eate, who amid her ambitious 
exaltation could not but feel some shame 
and compunction, together with a dread of 
meeting Julian and having any explanation 
with him ; yet it came to pass anou ! 



CHAPTER XIV. 

*^ I WILL FORGET HER." 

** JULIAN ! " 

For some time past, the former had ceased 
to hope of meeting the latter, though usually 
pretty familiar with all her movements, but 
on this day they had met suddenly in a 
narrow green lane near the orchard of Kings- 
muir House. At last they were face to face, 
these two, and each took the hand of the 
other, but mechanically it seemed, and no 
kiss, no caress, was offered by Julian, or in- 
vited by the manner of Kate. 

Each seemed to feel intuitively that an un- 
natural gulf had somehow yawned between 
them ; but Julian had yet to learn what the 
startling nature of it was. 

Face to face with Julian after all ! Was 
it shame, or the shade thrown on her lovely 
cheek by the sunshine and her pink parasol, 
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that lent it a deeper crimson, till it paled 
away under the searching and upbraiding eye 
of Julian. Fear of her mother and the in- 
fluence of Lord Hermitage were, however, 
alike forgotten for a time, and much — though 
not all of her old love (she had schooled her- 
self too well for that !) — swelled up in the pal- 
pitating bosom of the beautiful sensationalist, 
for Eate had much of that in her character. 

" Oh, why have you avoided me — ^why 
ceased to meet me ? '' asked Julian, and the 
tone of his voice certainly stirred her heart. 

*' Blame not me — ^but mamma,'* she replied, 
looking down, for beneath his eyes hers 
quailed, yet despite the schooling referred to, 
she now longed to fling her arms round him 
and seek his kisses as of old ; but aware of the 
part that she had to play, and the explanation 
she had to make, she controlled herself, and, 
by acting on the other extreme, seemed almost 
repellant. 

^^ I do not understand all this," said Julian, 
in a broken voice ; ** have you nothing to say 
to me ? " 

** Yes— but how shall I say it ? 

** Let your own heart dictate." 
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** Well, Julian, I must be free." 

'' Free ? " 

** From my engagement to — ^to you." 

** Be it so — ^you shall be free if you desire 
it," he replied through his clenched teeth; 
** but what have I done to be cast off thus ? " 

* ' Nothing — I know — nothing, ' ' replied 
Eate, with difficulty restraining her tears, and 
averting her quivering face. 

For some, seconds there was a silence so 
deep that they seemed to hear the beating of 
their hearts, and Julian was eyeing her 
gloomily and sorrowfully. Dazzled though 
she was by the future held out as the wife of 
one who would be ultimately a peer, her heart 
was naturally too kind not to be wrung by a 
knowledge of the pain to be inflicted upon 
poor loving JuUan. 

She felt that she had a painful and cruel 
story to tell, and had planned again and again 
how it was to be told, if they met — or whether 
it should be in writing — and now the time had 
come! 

* ' Do place your dear hand once again in 
mine," pleaded Julian, with inexpressible 
tenderness. 

VOL. I. x 
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Kate drew the kid glove off her right 
hand and placed it in his. As she did so^ on 
her engaged finger there flashed a magnificent 
diamond ring, while another treasured ring 
which he had placed on the same finger, was 
no longer there. 

'* When did you get this jewel ? " he asked, 
in a changed tone. 

'' Yesterday." 

" From whcmy Kate ? " 

** Mamma placed it on my finger," replied 
Kate, evasively; but little did Julian know 
that the same diamond had last glittered on 
the finger of his unhappy mother! Kate 
trembled excessively, for she felt the moment 
most critical, and snatching her hand from 
him, she covered her face, and in a few hasty 
words, told him — all 1 

Julian seemed turned to stone — crushed — 
at a revelation so startling — at this announce- 
ment of a rivalry so utterly beyond all his 
calculations. The bright sunshine seemed 
cruel and mocking as it streamed between 
the branches of the old trees that shaded the 
hedgerows, and as it danced so merrily on the 
rich clover-fields beyond. 
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^'* Deserted, End for*— Aim/-' s$ud Jmlian^ 
aloud, but to himself rather than her, and his 
Wbrds seemed to cleave the voiceless stillness 
of the old green lane. For a time something 
closely akin to despair came with a stony 
expression into his clearly cut and handsome 
young face. He had been prepared for much, 
but not for tkis^ and even Kate was struck by 
the terrible effect her words had upon him, 
and thought in her heart, 

"Poor Julian — ^how much he must love 
me ! *' 

What he said, for a time he scarcely knew. 
Love that is true, deep, and passionate-~love 
that is constant and pure is never fluent, 
whatever novelists and poets may say ; so 
much that Julian had to urge, was made up 
of incoherences and long pauses, till he 
realised their mutual position, and he became 
calmer. 

** To love you, Eate, as I have done," said 
he, " was a great madness — a great selfishness 
in me, no doubt. Hie — ^that man, I mean, has 
so much to offer j I so little — ^nothing ; yet 
to behold you, whom I love, the wife of him 
— ^that man of horror — horror at least to me 



i8o THE LORD HERMITAGE. 



I, great God, it is too much — ^too much ! " 
groaned Julian in a very broken voice. 

" Why have you such a horror of Lord 
Hermitage ? " 

'' That I cannot teU you." 

** Some one else will love you in the time 
to come, dear Julian," said Eate, gently laying 
her white hand on his arm. 

^* Dear Julian ! " he repeated, scornfully ; 
** I do not wish for any one to love me." 

" Why ? " 

** Because I have lost all trust in hu- 
manity." 

'* Some one moHI love you though," she 
urged with a sickly smile. 

'^ And be false, and fickle, and selfish, as 
you are now ! " 

" Oh, Julian — ^mamma "she paused, and 

her whole face quivered again with mental 
pain to see him so affected; ^^in all this 
matter I am not my own mistress." 

^^ Eate ! " he exclaimed, and pressed her 
sofk hand in his, only to fling it from him 
with a moan, and then to catch it and fondle 
it again ; ^^how can you tell me all this so 
coldly — ^that we are never to meet again ? 
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Never ? Do you know all that word means — 
never to meet more, to hear your voice, to 
clasp your hand as I do now ; never to kiss 
you as of old ? Oh, Kate, my darling ! " 

** Julian ! Julian ! " she exclaimed, with a 
great burst of heavy weeping, ** I feel myself 
to be the most false and wicked girl in the 
world." 

*^ Do you deem it right, Kate, to marry 
one man while, if there be any truth in your 
tears and agitation, your heart is so evidently 
in the keeping of another ? " 

'* No, I do not," replied Kate, but with 
evident hesitation. 

** Can it be right to act out a lie ? " 
** But you are not yet a man, Julian," urged 
Kate, compelled to stand a little on her defence ; 
** nor can you be deemed so till twenty-one, 

mamma says, and then — ^and then " 

'' What then ; that I am poor ? " 
^^ There is something more than that, 
Julian." 

** Something worse than poverty ? " 
^^ Yes ; they tell me — ^mamma told me, that 
— ^that — ^the Lord Hermitage — oh, do pardon 
me," she continued, with a fresh burst of 
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weeping, while turning red and white, and 
hot and cold by tarns. 

^^ That the Lord Hermitage, ulhat f " asked 
Julian, fiercely. 

" Told her that your family is obscure — 
under a cloud or something, what I know not, 
and so — and so — ^mamma would never, never 
consent to our marriage, even had you a for- 
tune." 

" And this man Hermitage was your 
mother's informant ? " 

" I fear so ; indeed I am sure of it." 
" He suspects us then ? " 
** Perhaps so ; I do not know." 
She was drowned in tears, and Julian, pale 
as death, regarded her steadily. Gould it 
actually be, that this man who had been the 
destroyer of Gladys Melville, was to be the 
first to defame their children ? 

Julian raised his eyes and hands to heaven, 
but the bitter curse he feli in his heart died 
tmuttered on his now pallid lips. 

" Julian Melville," said the voice of a third 
person, who came suddenly upon the scene- 
Colonel Kingsmuir, whose usually serene and 
pleasant face wore a haughty and highly pro- 
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Toked expression — *^ this folly of yours and 
of my daughter has been permitted to go much 
too far, and under existing circumstances — 
nay, under any circumstances whatever, must 
cease, now and for all ! I forbid you both 
to meet again. Erelong she is to find £ui- 
other guardian even than I, and it will be 
at your peril either to follow, molest, or write 
to her. But I know you to be too much of 
a gentleman, Julian, to attempt anything of 
the kind, and we have the pleasure of now 
and finally," he repeated with extreme sig- 
nificance, *^ finally bidding you good morning." 

And drawing Kate's arm through his, he 
led her away, while Julian mechanically lifted 
his hat, and, as one in a dream, walked away 
in the other direction, a prey to more bitterness 
and humiliation than he could ever feel in 
this world again, for some emotions are too 
keen and terrible to be felt more than once in 
their intensity. 

But the moment Kate and her father were 
out of sight and he felt himself alone, his 
faltering steps began to linger, and he often 
paused and looked vacantly around him, while 
with dull and strange calmness he began to 
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go over all the recent scene or interview 
again, till he remembered it in all its details, 
and felt that he was bidding fai-ewell for ever 
to the delicious romance of his youth. 

As he stood still and looked at the blue sky 
above him, and the fast flying fleecy clouds 
coming in succession over the summits of the 
green hills, of what was the ardent Julian 
thinking ? Of the long, dull, barren, and love- 
less years that were from that fatal hour 
before him — ^years in which he must learn to 
forget Kate Kingsmuir, as if she had never 
existed, or to think of her only as the wife of 
another ; and who was that other ? 

Long and barren years and forgetfulness to 
be attained ! Poor lad ! in his poetic ardour 
he forgot that he was barely twenty yet ! 

He lingered for hours among the hills, fear- 
ing that if he went home just then, the ex- 
pression of his face might scare his brother 
Gerard, or their old and now ailing kinsman, 
the only one they could claim or love in this 
world. 

Could it be that the soft little hand he had 
clasped so often, and that ever sought his so 
confidingly, was to be another's now ? That 
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another was listening to the tones of love 
that had so often melted in his ear, and that 
the heart that had so often throbbed against 
his own should beat for him no more ? 

** Duped, deluded, doubly dishonoured!" 
he muttered fiercely, *Hhe victim of a father's 
perfidy and a false girl's ambitious pride — ^for 
there was falseness in the ring of all she had 
to say to-day ! ". 

But a few weeks ago, when all the uplands 
were bright with the golden harvest, and the 
voices of the reapers came on the breeze across 
the level lea ; when the leaves were yet green 
in Ettrick woods, and the deep glens between 
the great hills were covered with the richest 
grass, and every garden was gay with the 
flowers of a sweet autumn, how happy he had 
been ! 

Now the fields were covered with rotten 
stubble, or were being fallowed under the 
plough, and the leaves of the stripped forest 
were dank and decaying under foot. The 
glory had gone from the scenery, as gladness 
from the heart of Julian, and all his world 
looked dark and dreary. All the hopes and 
anticipations of the future, with all the joy of 
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tiie present, that made life seem so sweet but 
a few weeks ago, had been ruthlessly swept 
away. 

Lest he might provoke in the gentle old 
man a righteous but dangerous outburst of 
wrath, Julian dared not tell Captain Melville 
all that Kate had told him, or hint at still 
more that was left unsaid, but he made a full 
confidant of the sympathetic Gerard. 

" Strange that he should be your present 
evil genius," said the latter. 

•* He destroyed our mother's life,'' said 
Julian ; ^' he robbed us of our inheritance, even 
of our very name, and now he robs me of Kate, 
my love, my promised wife ! Oh, may the 
God who hears me " 

** Hush, Julian ! "exclaimed Gerard, scared 
by his brother's fury, and placing a hand on 
his mouth ; M do not curse him — do not curse 
him!" 

**Why?" 

" That would be too terrible ! Kemem- 
ber!" 

" What have I to remember, Gerard ? " 

M That our mother never did so, and that 
she loved hitti while life lasted." ^ 
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" True," replied Julian, wearily, as he sank 
into a chair overcome by the whole emotions 
of the day ; ** but why are such men as this 
lord spared by heaven ? " 

** Perhaps because they are seldom prepared 
to die." 

** And as for Kate, I must now teach myself 
a new task ; I will forget her I " 

** You are right and wise, dear Julian." 

And 80 he thought, but vainly, for long in 
the words of Tennyson : 

'' I will forget her ! All dear recollections, 
Pressed in my heart like flowers within a book, 
Shall be torn out and scattered to the winds ; 
I will forget her / " 

But Julian, though less an enthusiast and 
dreamer than his brother Gerard, suflfered 
keenly in the double shock his pride of heart 
had sustained, for truly, as Scott has it, "the 
most cruel wounds are those which make no 
outward show." 



CHAPTER XV. 

MABBIED. 

JULIAN'S resolution proved weaker than 
his words, for slowly, terribly, and bit- 
terly dragged the aimless days now, and every 
hour thereof. The clocks as usual indicated 
the hour when he was wont to hasten to the 
trysting-place, whither now she came no more. 
It was there unchanged ; in his mind's eye, he 
saw it with all its details, though never again 
should he go near it ; while her words, * * I am 
your plighted wife, Julian" — a promise so 
quickly forgotten — recurred to him again and 
again with unceasing pertinacity and unceasing 
bitterness. 

Almost daily he had to pass places that 
were associated with Kate — consecrated to 
her, as it were, by the superstition of his 
heart! 

In this stream that brawled over its brown 
stony bed, between the golden bells of the 
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gorse-bushes, they had fished together in their 
school-days ; here they had gathered flowers, 
the blue-bell, the fox-glove, and the guelder 
rose ; there ferns of wonderful patterns ; and 
up that steep cliflf, " with lichens grey," he 
had boldly clambered to get her eggs from an 
eagle's nest. There they had sat side by side 
and sketched the old ruined tower upon its 
steep scarped rock, and here they had done 
little bits of foliage — old trees of Ettrick 
Forest, with the warm sunshine on their 
gnarled stems ; in that dell they had wandered 
hand in hand in many a red-glowing eventide 
and many a lovely summer mom, meeting 
stealthily or otherwise, where never more 
would they wander again ; and with all his 
love of home, he had now only a fierce and 
intense longing to turn his back upon all these 
places for ever. 

But the time was to come sooner than even 
he in all his ardour and impatience anticipated. 

It was good for him that sometimes his 
young heart filled with anger. 

* * She is as worthless of the pain and 
jealousy I feel, as of the love I have wasted 
on her!'' he would mutter. **If her parents 
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had coerced her, I could have forgiven her ; 
hut she is heartless^ faithless^ base, and dis- 
loyal ; and yet she is so beantifdl, 6o 
winning ! '' he added, as his boyish tears fell 
bitterly over his hot cheeks. " Oh, Eate, Kate, 
how shall I be able to live through all the 
years that are leffc to me after this ! '' 

Bnt Julian forgot, as we have said before, 
that he was barely twenty, and that a( twenty 
we have a good many years in general— years 
wherein to forget many things. 

** I should leave this tmd at once for any- 
where, Gerard," said he, as he sat with his 
brother smoking in the garden, breaking a 
long silence, ** but it would cost me much 
pain to leave you, dear fellow, and poor old 
grandfather, now that he has begun to ail so 
much of late." 

"We cannot be all ever together," said 
Gerard, thoughtfully; '*and as for this late 
cross of yours, you will get over it, and per- 
haps may hate her in time." 

'* I — oh no, no — ^I love her too truly even 
now, to have one thought against Kate." 

"That I grant you, but I am speaking 
of the future — not the present time." 
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. ** Indiflferance may-rjaay, I hope will — 
come, but not hate/' 

" T\^ell, perhaps it was too strong a term — 
but she might have omitted her sneer at our 
birth." 

^fShe did not sneer, Gerard; it seemed to 
load her tongue, or her heart, and I half 
wrung the admission that she had been cruelly 
and partially enlightened, from her. Powerful 
indeed must have been the influences brought 
to bear upon her ere she was schooled to break 
so coolly and so cruelly with me/' 

«^ In this I fear that at times you flatter 
yourself too much. Had she really loved you, 
dear Julian, as a girl of eighteen usually loves, 
with all the first ardour of her heart and soul," 
said Gerard, who in his gentleness and loving 
nature often spoke to his' twin-brother as a 
sister might have done, " she would never 
have been tempted away from you/^ 

" Anyway I must cease to speak of all this, 
even to you, Gerard/' 

** Eight," exclaimed Gerard, refilling his 
cherished briar-root pipe, ** we have other 
things to think of; besides, Julian, the sufierings 
of the jilted are too apt to create ridicule." 
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^' Eidicole I '' repeated Julian, starting as if 
a wasp had stung him. 

m 

" Come now, dear boy/' said Gerard, placing 
an arm caressingly on his neck, "we two may 
soon be alone in the world, and we must remem- 
ber that human life is too short for passions so 
keen and bitter as these ; the world is all before 
you, Julian, as it is before me ; let us make 
a future for ourselves — ^yea, a name ; better 
even than that of which we have been deprived 
— ^while the dead bury their dead ! " 

Then he added with a laugh — 

*'We must speak of this fickle Kate no 
more, and do you take heart, dear Julian, and 
think: 

< If she be not fieur to me, 
What care I how fidr she be ? ' 

so says the old song." 

" Gerard, you have never been in love," 
said Julian, in a reproachful tone. 

*' But my time, no doubt, will come," said 
Gerard, sucking complacently at his briar-root. 

True, Gerard — the time of a love was 
coming — a love you were never to forget, so 
full was it of features — dark, mysterious, and 
unheard of before. 
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Captain Melville had experienced a severe 
shock by the advent of Lord Hermitage's 
appearance in the district, but he was in such 
feeble health now that he never left his cot- 
tage ; and most sedulously did his affectionate 
grandsons keep from him all knowledge of the 
approaching event at Kingsmuir (where the 
preparations for Kate's marriage went forward 
without delay), lest it should recall too bitterly 
and too vividly their dead mother's wrongs ; 
and could he have known all the darker fea- 
tures of the story — how Lord Hermitage had 
been the first to cast, in the Colonel's house- 
hold, a stigma on the birth of Julian, he might 
in his feeble, futile rage, have gone mad out- 
right! 

Gerard, farther-sighted and more reflective 
than Julian, had always deemed the love affair 
of the latter a useless and hopeless one — and 
one fated to end just as it had done, but not 
with such a rival, and moreover with a stigma, 
greater than poverty, put upon them. 

That the marriage of the heir of Deloraine 
was not to be an event long delayed, soon be- 
came evident from the preparations therefor, 
at the mansion of Kingsmuir, by journeys to 

VOL. I. o 
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Edinburgli, interviews with lawyers, the arrival 
of modistes and tradespeople of all kinds. 

The church that Elnox founded being 
deemed too vulgar now for the Scottish aristo- 
cracy, the marriage was celebrated in a little 
Scoto-Episcopal chapel built on the estate of 
Kingsmuir, where a curate officiated from time 
to time, and where Kate and her sisters had 
been wont to attend at the harmonium. 

And on that day — ^the most eventful in a 
woman's life — ^lovely indeed did Kate look, 
with her bridal veil over her glorious red- 
golden hair, and her white silk dress gleaming 
in its richness of texture, so different from all 
the surroundings of poor Gladys, in the legal 
den of Uriah Grippie. 

As she knelt beside her '^ noble bridegroom'' 
and heard the nuptial benediction given^ had 
she any thought of Julian Melville ? 

We fear not ; and yet he was prominently 
connected with a curious episode that oc- 
curred. 

When the bridal ring was required, at the 
most important part of the solemn ceremony, 
where was it ? It was not in either of the 
vest pockets of Lord Hermitage, who searched 
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therein for it again and again, and yet he could 
have sworn that he had carefully brought it with 
hi. ™pped in . mtle piece onusue pape. 

Could he have left it on his dressing-table ? 
Anyway it was not forthcoming when most 
necessary, and certainly he looked as much 
put out as it was possible for one of his 
hlasi temperament to be. To detain the cere- 
mony while a messenger was sent to Kings- 
muir and a search instituted there, was not to 
be thought of, so what was to be done ? 

From among the baubles at her gold chate- 
laine. Amy Kerr suddenly produced a marriage 
ring, which fitted exactly the fairy finger of 
Kate, and with this substitute the service 
proceeded to its close, and the bride was 
gloved again and led away on the arm of her 
exultant spouse to where the carriages were in 
waiting. 

** How came you by a wedding ring, Amy ?" 
asked Mrs. Kingsmuir, turning with haughty 
surprise to the blushing bridesmaid, as she 
rustled in white brocaded silk, with lappets of 
fine lace floating from her beautiful hair, for 
she was still a handsome woman ; 'Mt is the 
strangest thing in the world, child ! " 
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** I got it from Kate/' replied Amy. 

'*From Kate! and how came she to have 
it?" 

'* Julian/' began Amy, in a low and hesi- 
tating voice — *' Julian Melville once placed 
it on her finger, half in play and half seriously, 
I suppose, and it remained there long un- 
known to us all. She gave it to me to return 
to him on the first opportunity, and especially 
to place it in his own hand." 

'' Why ? " 

** Because it was his mother's ring." 

'*Her wedding ring?" asked Mrs. Kings- 
muir, in a marked tone. 

" Yes," replied Amy. 

** His mother's ring !" exclaimed Lord Her- 
mitage, when this part of the story eventually 
reached him, causing him to change colour 
visibly. * * There is some accursed/afe in this ! " 
he muttered under his breath; and though 
not naturally superstitious, he had a fear he 
knew not of what. 

** Married with another woman's ring ! " 
said the mother of Amy Kerr, who was not 
without many old-fashioned prejudices; "I 
don't much like the idea/' 
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" Why ? '* asked Mrs. Kingsmuir. 

** It is unlucky." 

** How so ? '' 

" I don't know ; but a dead woman's ring, 
more than all." 

" And young Melville's mother is said to 
have died — died — ^well, under a cloud," said 
the other matron, in a low voice. 

" It matters not," said Lord Hermitage, 
who only heard the first remark ; "I shall 
find the right ring when we return, Kate." 

But he never found it, so Eate was obliged 
to content herself with the wedding ring of 
the ill-fated Gladys. 

Even had her own been found, she would 
not have deemed it consecrated, as it had not 
been used in the nuptial service. 

" Bother the ring ! " exclaimed the unsen- 
timental bridegroom ; *' don't mind it, dar- 
ling," he added, as they drove away, followed 
by old slippers and rice, while she laid her 
sweet soft face on his breast; and as he 
covered it with impassioned kisses, he could 
not help reflecting how fair and young she 
looked, and that he was more than twenty 
years her senior^ 
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So the bridal was over at Eingsmuir ; but 
it continued to be a nine-days' wonder in the 
secluded district of Ettrick, where the people 
were never weary of expatiating on the youth 
and beauty of Kate, and hoping that her hus- 
band would prove worthy of such a bride, for 
sooth to say, there were many who had grave 
doubts on the subject ; but there was a vast 
amount of congratulatory visiting, and driving 
and riding to and fro over all the county. 

Kate married ! Julian knew beyond all 
human doubt that Kate — ^the girl he loved so 
Ibndly, and who had jilted him so cruelly — ^now 
was utterly lost to him and for ever, as com- 
pletely as if the grave had swallowed her up. 
Whether the agencies at work had been 
home influence,^ family persecution (which he 
barely deemed possible), or ambition and the 
selfishness thai reign in so mwny hearts, it 
was worse than useless to canvass or consider 
noW| and wisdom suggested that the sooner he 
forgot her the better for himself; but he was 
not likely to do so ^ while he remained in 
Ettri()k Forest. 

Desirous now of blotting out the memory 
of the past — ^the memory of all that had ever 
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been connected with her — ^he destroyed every 
letter, note, book, and lock of hair he had 
ever received from her ; and lest he might be 
tempted to look upon it from time to time, her 
photo, a beautifully-tinted and life-like minia- 
ture, he also cast into the flames. 

Then he made a mad rush to save it. Why ? 
Because he was unstable of purpose. 

Luckily he was too late ; the fair, false face 
shrivelled up and turned to ashes under his 
eyes. 

**It is as well," said Gerard, grimly. 

And Julian's sore heart echoed the sen- 
timent ; but the sad expression of his hand- 
some young face, reckless and dreary, haunted 
Gerard for many a day after they had other 
griefs, and when these two, who loved each 
other so well, were far, far apart. 

Julian was silent. A great sorrow is too 
deep for words; the heart knoweth its own 
bitterness. 



CHAPTEE XVI. 

THE TWO FUNERALS. 

T17HILE feasting and rejoicing brightened 
and made all glad, at the stately mansion 
of Kingsmuir, while village bells rang by day^ 
and bonfires blazed by night, and flags waved 
gaily from triumphal arches, sorrow was fast 
darkening in the humble home of the Melvilles 
at Fairy Knowe. 

A general debility or decline of the whole 
system — for he was older with mental 
" worry" than with years — had fallen on Cap- 
tain Melville, and it soon became evident that 
the end was not far oflF, yet his clear calm eyes 
looked upward and showed no sign of fear. 

Erelong he was confined to his chamber, 
then his chair, and anon, his bed, beside 
which Gerard was wont to sit and read his 
old Bible to him, seeking those passages of 
promise which the old man could not but love 
to hear, and hear hopefully. 
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In the past time he had but to endure the 
wrongs under which his only child had 
writhed and perished. He could remember 
the days when an old officer's advice to 
his son had always been, " be ever ready 
with your pistol/' and the latter was the 
arbiter in every quarrel. But now he 
belonged to an age " in which injuries are 
taken very quietly, unless they are wrongs 
which the law affects to redress — ^wounds 
which can be healed by a golden plaister in 
the way of damages — the age of duelling 
(like that of chivalry) is past." 

" Your future, my boys," said he more than 
once, ** is, I think, the chief trouble that is 
wearing me out before my time." 

" Fear not for us, grandfather," then both 
would say confidently and simultaneously, 
while the old man would wipe his eyes, 
finger his coverlet nervously, and seem to 
grope in darkness. 

^^ He is breaking fast and sadly, poor dear 
old man," whispered Gerard, as they watched 
him; '^ a little time, Julian, and we shall 
stand alone in the world." 

His face looked painfully thin and waotj 
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and in the intervals of returning consciousness, 
he gazed alternately at the dark-complexioned 
Julian and the fair-haired Gerard with a sad 
and bewildered expression of eye ; but, the 
nearer we approach death, the lighter seem 
the sorrows of the dying-the heavier and 
more dubious those of the living, the young 
and those likely to live long. " There are 
some feelings," says the talented authoress of 
" Fenton's Quest," " that seem to wear out as 
man grows older — affections that grow paler 
day by day like colours fading in the sun." 
But the old man's love for the memory of 
his dead daughter and for her two wronged 
sons never wore out, weakened, or faded, and 
in the confusion of time and place he some- 
times thought she was by his side« 

" Gladys— Gladys," he would say, *'no — - 
it is you, Gerard — ^you are so like her, my dear 
fellow — and my poor, memory is not what it 
used to be." 

By field and flood the old soldier had faced 
death too often to fear it now; he had quietly 
heard the announcement of the doctor that he 
could not last long, and if it cost him a pang^, 
it was because of those he was leaving behind. 
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He had always known, of course, that a 
time must inexorably come when the cloud 
of death would gather before his failing sight, 
and the grave must claim its own; that it 
might be to-morrow or years hence. The 
intervening years had passed, and now the 
time was at hand closer than he thought » 
when ^^ the dust shall return to the earth 
whence it came, and the spirit return to God," 
so he passed peacefully away in his sleep, 
with a smile on his face^ even as Gladys had 
done. 

The season was one of gloom that rendered 
the calamity at Fairy Knowe gloomier still — 
if aught can render death so. Howling drearily 
among the leafless trees, the bitter north 
wind swept along the mountain sides, and 
moaned in the desolate glens, where now the 
waters of the streams were arrested and 
frozen by the icy hand of winter* 

To the two now lonely brothers the 
funeral passed like a portion of a grim 
fantastic dream— ^the grave that gaped for 
its prey beside that of their mother Gladys, 
the bustle of mattocks and spades, the coffin 
that contained the only relation they could 
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claim in the world, the battening down of sods, 
the dreary prayer " emitted" by the Keverend 
Ichabod Slab, the minister of the parish, and 
the last solemn closing scene continued to 
float before them long after it was all 
over. 

When in life, the Captain had often thought 
that, when this time came, he would fain have 
had three volleys fired over, and the " Point of 
War '* beaten beside, his grave. As it was, 
he had desired that his old regimental sword 
and Bible should be placed upon his coffin lid, 
and this was done by order of Julian. 

Lord Hermitage, then on his second 
wedding tour, had heard somehow of the 
Captain's illness, and his sole and selfish hope 
was that he might die without telling to others 
the dark tale of treachery which had been 
already told to those most concerned therein 
— Julian and Gerard. 

When death was drawing near, the old 
Captain's pride and sense of just indignation 
passed out of his heart, and privately, and all 
unknown to them, he wrote in a tremulous 
and failing hand to Lord Hermitage, telling 
him of the existence of his sons — the sons 



"-' ' 
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of the dead and deluded Gladys, and praying 
him, as he hoped God would pardon him 
when lying face to face with death, as he now 
lay, to do them justice, or attend to their 
welfare in life, at least so far as lads of such 
spirit might brook or permit — ^imploring him 
as only a dying man could do. 

This letter my Lord Hermitage read with 
an unmoved countenance and an unstirred 
heart, as he lounged with his back to the fire 
in his palatial club in Pall Mall. To acknow- 
ledge such close relations, and in the height 
of his honeymoon too, was not to be thought 
of. 

" What the deuce can the stupid old duflfer 
think or mean in writing thus to me, and at 
such a time ? " muttered his lordship as he 
crushed up the letter just as he had done the 
marriage certificate at Wiesbaden — and tossed 
it into the flames. 

Of this last little episode in his life his 
sons were totally ignorant. Cards of ** con- 
dolence " came pouring in by post at Fairy 
Ejiowe ; among others, from Colonel and 
Mrs. Kingsmuir, which Gerard threw into the 
fire. 
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*'We should have had similar pieces of 
pasteboard from Lord and Lady Hermitage," 
said Julian, bitterly. 

But no heart ever dwells on its own bitter- 
ness for ever^ and the time for action was fast 
coming to the two brothers. 

The public prints had duly informed Mr. 
Uriah Grippie, solicitor-at-law, of the demise of 
the old Oaptain, the mark of whose cane, wielded 
by an unsparing hand, remained-and would 
till his dying day remain — on his legal visage ; 
and the obituary notice gave him a species 
of start, while he glanced at the mevitable 
box containing the proofs — ^proofs that had 
been quietly accumulating--rof the marriage 
of Lord Hermitage with the dead man's 
daughter. 

It was too late now to turn these docu- 
ments to more account or profit than he had 
already done. He knew not, as yet, that 
Gladys had left sons, who might dispute the 
succession to title and estates ; yet he did not 
destroy the proofs — as a lawyer never dots 
destroy any paper that may be productive of 
profit or mischief, or that does not in any way 
inculpate himself; so thus they remained, 
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amid the dust and obscurity of their usual 
receptacle. 

On the same day that saw the turf bat- 
tened over the grave of Captain Melville, a 
grander funeral cortege than his issued from 
the gate or the embattled arch of Deloraine 
Castle, and a hatchment was hanging where 
erst the deadly panier de morter was wont to 
swing of old. 

William, Earl of Deloraine, was being 
gathered to his fathers. Though a passably 
respectable peer, he had been in his lifetime 
about . as useful to the kingdom of Scotland 
or the empire of Great Britain as a barber's 
block. He had no more idea of politics or 
of patriotism than his ancestor, the first peer 
of 1706 ; he had, however, kept a racing stud 
and won the gold cup at the nearest races 
annually ; but nothing more had he done, for 
good perhaps, in this world; and now he 
was about to be deposited in the black stone 
vault known as the ** Deloraine aisle ** of the 
parish kirk, in ghostly pomp, like his prede- 
cessors. William of Deloraine, who rode to 
Melrose in his mail at the behest of the Lady 
of Buccleuch, had been buried with bell, book, 
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and candle, but on this occasion Colonel 
Kingsmuir's chaplain officiated. 

A highflying Scottish ritualist, he would 
fain have buried the poor old Earl with candle, 
bell, and book too, but Mrs. Kingsmuir was 
averse " to such vagaries," and would have 
preferred the dreary ministrations of Mr. 
Ichabod Slab. 

**It was a doocid bore," Lord Hermitage 
thought, to come back to the gloomy old 
fortalice of the middle ages, from his jolly 
marriage trip with his girl-wife, to bury an old 
man he cared nothing about ; and, also, Mrs. 
Kingsmuir thought it a profound bore to put 
the whole family and household, from the 
butler to the buttons, into mourning, just 
when the Edinburgh " season " was at hand ; 
but Kate was now Countess of Deloraine, and 
there was balm in that. 

The old Earl was dead, and, cased in 
ever so many coffins, was borne on the 
shoulders of eight bare-headed and stalwart- 
limbed serving-men, all clad in the Deloraine 
livery, azure and gules , and laid by them where 
others of his line lay, on their stone biers, 
silent and desolate, neglected and alone, their 



THE TWO FUNERALS. 209 

blazoned coflSns recording that ^* the high and 
puissant Earls of Deloraine" were there, their 
crimson adornments mouldered and faded. 
On some lay a rusted sword, and on nearly 
all a real coronet ; and the mourners were 
glad to hasten from that place of gloom out 
into the light, clear sunshine, where the merry 
birds were twittering among the dark green 
ivy and the carved buttresses of the ancient 
church. 

Designed by the Lord Lyon King-of-Arms, 
a gorgeous hatchment hung above the castle 
gate — a shield, or^ with a bend azure^ crested 
by a stag and coronet, supported by two 
maidens in antique habits, azurt and gules; 
the arms of Deloraine, but, in the fashion 
peculiar to Scotland, France, and Germany, 
surrounded by the sixteen quarters of nobility 
or descent ; whereas in England no more 
than one coat is ever shown — that of the 
defunct, which may be acquired by purchase. 

The old Earl was soon forgotten ; but this 
pretentious piece of vanity hung above his 
castle gate till frittered and worn to rags by 
the rain and wind, after which it was placed 
in the aisle where he lay. 

TOL. I. p 
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We have said that the time for action on 
the part of Julian and Gerard was at hand, 
when they must ** cast about," and set forth 
to seek then* fortunes in the world. 



CHAPTEE XVII. 

FORTH INTO THE WORLD. 

TX7ITH all his foresight, care, and anxiety 
for the future of the two who depended 
upon him, either the old Captain had miscal- 
culated his means, or — and this was much 
more likely — ^his ** doers " (as the Scotch 
truly, but with unintentional irony, term 
their legal advisers), Messrs. Deeds and 
Grasper, Writers to Her Majesty's Signet, 
Edinburgh, made a profitable muddle of them, 
as the monkey did with the disputed cheese. 

It was the old story over again, and thus, 
when debts were paid and all settled, but a 
couple of hundreds each accrued to Julian 
and Gerard, and with these they were left to 
push their fortune in the world. 

Even to them, young and ardent as they 
were, the result of this inquisition into their 
monetary affairs was crushing and disap- 
pointing — ^yea, most terribly so for a time. 
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" The dear old man ! " said Gerard ; " we 
must not upbraid him, for he would have left 
us the value of the National Debt, had it been 
his to leave. Our days of dreamy idleness at 
Fairy Knowe are past, and the time for action 
has come." 

*' For action ? " asked Julian. ** In what 
fashion, Gerard ? " 

** To solve our family mystery, if there can 
be a solution of it, and to make a name for 
ourselves if we can, beyond even that our 
false father should have given us. When 
fellows are left with so little as you and I — 
such slender means of living — ^we must work 
to earn more." 

" True ; but at what ? " asked Julian. 

** God knows ! I may try literature, and 
think I shaU." 

** A dubious resource, even now." 

'* * A good walking-stick, but a bad crutch,' 
as Sir Walter Scott used to say. But, 
bah ! I shall not live long enough to require 
a crutch, I hope. And you, Julian ? " 

" Soldiering, I fear, it may come to." 

" Fear I You ? " 

" Yes ; in a humble form, I mean," 
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Gerard sighed, whUe the other laughed 
bitterly. 

'*Let us look London-wards," said Gerard, 
cheerfully ; " there is no place in the world 
like London for getting on." 

" If one has friends." 

** And if not?" 

" Then there is no place in the world 
where one may more easily starve ! " said 
Julian, gloomily ; but just then he was rather 
disposed to take a shady view of everything. 
** Oh, Gerard," he added, ** is life really worth 
the trouble it costs us ? " 

*'Yes, and more. Don't talk that way, 
dearest Julian." 

" Think what it cost our mother, and lefk 
us 

'* The task of avenging her, perhaps — ^who 
knows ! " interrupted Gerard, with a flash in 
his eyes. 

Neither of the brothers, of course, knew 
aught of law ; but they knew enough of the 
Scotch law of marriage to be aware that it 
was formed — loosely as some folks may deem 
it — ^pre-eminently for the protection of women 
from the snares of the other sex, who may as 
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well play with fire as with matrimony north of 
the Tweed ; and that if proofs could be found, 
traced, or adduced, of the marriage performed 
by Uriah Grippie, it lay with them to find and 
produce them ; but so completely had Cap- 
tain Melville impressed upon them the con- 
viction that any documentary evidence had 
been destroyed, and that Grippie was as in- 
scrutable as a sphynx, and hostile as the 
devil himself, that they never thought of 
applying to him ; and Julian had vague ideas 
of trusting to fate, while Gerard had equally 
vague ideas of prosecuting some inquiries in 
the city of Wiesbaden, the scene of his 
mother's desertion and bitterest grief. 

Then both had that bright, if airy, in- 
heritance in the future, which is the property 
of the young and ardent, together with the 
glow of hope, that glorious incentive to pre- 
sent action and future success ; thus, so truly 
does Pope tell us that — 



(( 



Hope springs eternal in the human breast." 



The brothers, proud by nature and loving 
well to stand high in the estimation of all 
around them, were nervously watchful and 
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in dread lest the sad story of their luckless 
mother should become Imown • in the place 
where it had been so sedulously kept from 
all; and in their sensitiveness they would 
rather have gone to the most remote quarter 
of the habitable glober— ye%4o where Stanley 
has been, among caj^iJ^fi^, 4warfs, and the 
land of poisoned arrows; yet the mysterious 

story, or many variation^ v'^f i*> did ** &^^ 
wind/' as the phrase is. . The world is a 
small place, and Scatlapd is . smaller still, ;bo 
the vicinity of ; Ettripk . is . very small indeed ; 
and Kingan Jannock, on the authority of 
scraps heard in the servants' hall at Kings- 
muir, became .somewhat of an authority on 
the subject at tJiQ. srnith'a^hop and ale-house- 
in the village: close. by^jan^ t^e name of poor 
Gladys elicited many. an .uncjaristian surmise, 

and many a coarse, uiAlicious laugh, of which, 

» * 

fortunately for themselves, ^ her sons were 
ignorant, though they knew well, by the 
remarks that had fallen from Kate, that her 
family had received a certain amount of 
enlightenment, aQd it piade them in haste to 
turn their backs upon thahome of their boy- 
hood and all who inews-thew ^ere^ 
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On the day before they were to leave their 
home — the last they were to spend under 
what had been from infancy their own and 
only roof-tree — ^the brothers paid a visit to 
the humble and secluded churchyard where 
were the graves of their kin, covered by 
a simple slab, inscribed to the memory of 
** Captain Gerard Melville, of the Eoyal Scots 
Fusiliers, and Gladys his daughter." 

Nothing more — ^what more could they put ? 
And with swollen hearts they each kissed 
the cold stone — ^their last poor tribute 
of affection to those who lay mouldering 
below. 

The past years with their love, affection, 
and sorrow, the present with its humiliation 
and poverty, the future with its too probable 
doubts, troubles, and separation, were all now 
keenly before them, as hand in hand, like 
boys, they stood beside the graves they never 
more might see. 

The thoughts of both were the same, yet 
they made no interchange of them, as they 
recalled sadly and fondly now all the old 
man's military reminiscences, told in even- 
ings by the cheery fire, and his pride in his 
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name of Melville— one, he was wont to boast, 
that had never been found among the com- 
monalty since the days of Galfrid, Lord of 
Melville in Lothian, in the days of Malcolm 
the Maiden. 

This harmless pride was his little weak- 
ness ; but the calamity of Gladys gave it a 
terrible shock, and he always ceased to in- 
dulge in it when he thought of her. 

The affectionate brothers lingered long to- 
gether that night on the Eiiowe, or Fairy 
Knoll, from which the cottage had its name, 
while the clouds were assembling in the 
wildest masses on the hills of Ettrick and 
other mountains in the distance — ^fuU of sad 
and bitter thoughts, for, reared as they had 
been, this uprootal from their home and all 
its associations was a sharp pang — stored as 
their minds were with all the old history and 
traditions of the place they were leaving— the 
Forest of Ettrick, which once embraced all 
the vales of Tweed and Upper Clydesdale; 
the remains of the great CaJt^donian Forest, 
which reached from the Cheviots to Hamilton, 
and was ever so famous in war for its stately 
archers, ** The Flowers of the Forest/' so 
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famed in the ** Lament for Flodden," which 
Kate was wont to sing in her sweetest tones 
to Julian. 

And now, at that gloomy time in her bed, 
so warm and white, with its laced pillows and 
many curtains that hung from a gilded canopy, 
of what, or of whom, was Kate dreaming ? 

Of him — Julian ? 

"We fear not ; or if she dreamt at all, it was 
of some such event as her presentation at 
court, with her coronet, equipage, and dia- 
monds, as Countess of Deloraine. 

Yet Kate was not so bad or so hard- 
hearted as not to wish to know what had 
become of Julian and his brother when she 
came from London to Kingsmuir or to Delo- 
raine after her marriage. Of Julian, naturally, 
she longed to have some tidings, as she 
heard they had been reduced to poverty— 
her boy-lover, so tender, true, and enthu- 
siastic ; but Julian and Gerard had passed 
away from the ken of all Ettrick as com- 
pletely as if they had never existed — had 
gone forth into the great and busy, and too 
often bleak and heartless world, each to 
push hi^ way elsewhere. 
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And on this career we must hopefully 
, follow them, as each was inspired by the 
honest desire of having 

** Somethmg to live for — life to begin ; 
Something to fight for — ^something to win ! " 



CHAPTER XVIII. 



A OIPST DEN. 



"D Y a singular coincidence — but coincidences 
are constantly occurring in this world — 
it chanced that on the same day when the 
brothers set out on their somewhat forlorn 
journey southward by rail, Mr. Uriah Grippie 
was proceeding in the same direction, on legal 
business intent. 

Leaving his ofl&ce in charge of an under- 
paid and sorely bullied drudge, he had pro- 
ceeded into a certain part of Liddesdale to 
hold a Baron-court, we believe it is called, 
to collect the rents of a Border estate recently 
committed to his care. 

Since we saw him last, stretched on the 
floor of his ofl&ce under the vengeful hand of 
old Gerard Melville, time had neither added 
to the mental virtues or bodily qualities of 
Uriah Grippie, who was now in his sixtieth 
year. 
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At a certain house on the estate the tenants 
had mustered in obedience to his circulars; 
their rents had been rigidly exacted to the 
utmost farthing, and their claims for deduc- 
tions closely scrutinised, for the pious, up- 
right, and astute Uriah had a keen eye to his 
forthcoming percentage on the sum total, and 
for the tears of the tenants would not have 
abated a penny therefrom. 

Eeceipts had been given, and some ten 
thousand pounds in cash and notes duly 
secured in a cash-box, with which, aud a 
legal-looking hand-bag stuflfed with docu- 
ments, he set out at nightfall on his return 
homewards, intending to take the nearest 
station on the line of railway for Dumfries. 

Being sordid and mean in all his actions, 
he obstinately declined to have either a 
vehicle or a guide. 

Phoo ! he required no guide — the latter or 
a hired ** fly " would both cost money, and a 
penny saved is a penny gained ; though the 
country was new to him and unknown to him, 
he added that he had ^^ a good Scottish 
tongue in his head/' and could inquire the 
way. 
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Nevertheless, he lost the latter, after pro- 
ceeding some miles, when darkness closed in. 
By that time he had too evidently left behind 
him the fine holm land, with its woods, plan- 
tations, and picturesque scenery, and was 
getting into a bleak, wild, and mountainous 
district, which was thinly populated, and 
where, by day, little more could be seen than 
sheep tracks and the ruinous peel-houses of 
the Elliots, Armstrongs, and other Border 
raiders of past times. 

He was getting weary, too, and if he 
paused to look around him he could hear the 
last leaves fall fluttering from the almost bare 
trees, and the wind sighing through their 
branches with a melancholy sound. The 
night became weird in aspect. He was 
stumbling along a rugged mountain path, and 
between the trunks of some trees he could see 
the lowj round moon, like a shield of polished 
silver, gleam coldly for a little space; then 
dense clouds enveloped her, and the darkness 
seemed to become palpable — not even a star 
was visible. 

To add to his cheerless prospects, rain 
began to fall, and having utterly lost his way, 
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and meeting no one of whom to inquire, he 
became utterly bewildered, but was forced 
to pursue the track he was on, knowing that 
it must lead somewhere. 

For in his front a light began to gleam, 
and as it was evidently from some house, he 
pushed on towards it, with the wind and rain 
beating in his face, and erelong found him- 
self in front of a solitary wayside edifice, that, 
by its small sign-board, seemed a species of 
humble inn, or ale-house. 

Within, he heard voices and much coarse 
laughter ; and ere he ventured to knock he 
bethought himself, suspiciously, of whom he 
might be venturing among, of his own loneli- 
ness, and the great sum of money with which 
he was entrusted ; but he was faint with un- 
wonted fatigue, and the pelting rain was in- 
creasing every moment. 

He knocked on the door, and the moment 
he did so the voices and the laughter ceased, 
but he heard, or fancied so, much whispering. 
The door was suddenly pulled open, after the 
removal of sundry bolts, iand a middle-aged 
man, strong and muscular in form, grimy and 
most forbidding in visage, appeared, with a 
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candle flaring in his hand, and a scowl in hia 
keen, inquiring eyes. 

** Who may you be ? " he asked. 

** One who has lost his way, my good sir," 
replied Uriah, blandly, adding, ** and is get- 
ting soaked, as you may see.'' 

"And you want shelter ? " 

** For the night, and some supper, if you 
please," said Uriah, passing in, for it was too 
late to retreat, and indeed the idea of actual 
peril, in a well-ordered district, had not dis- 
tinctly occurred to him as yet. 

The scowl in the man's keen grey eyes 
deepened, and it passed into a smile as he 
saw the hand-bag and cash-box, the contents 
of which rattled rather more distinctly than 
the bearer quite wished. 

" Come away in, Mr. Grippie," said the 
man ; ** ye are welcome." 

** Grippie — you know me then ? " 

** Brawly ! I saw ye this morning. 
Collecting the laird's rents, down by the 
Loan-end at Hermitage-bum," he added, 
ushering his visitor into a species of kitchen 
with a large fireplace, and a floor of clay, 
hard beaten ; a dingy and squalid-looking 
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place, where four other men and a tattered, 
slipshod little girl were drinking and smoking 
at a plain deal table, which was drawn close 
to the fire of branches and peat that smoul- 
dered on the hearth. 

All their faces were instantly turned to- 
wards Grippie, at whom they stared with a 
species of sullen curiosity ; and by the light of 
the single candle, which was now replaced on 
the table, he could see that they were a very 
unprepossessing party. The men were more 
tatterdemalion in aspect than one ever sees 
among Scottish peasantry. They were from 
twenty to thirty years of age, unkempt, un- 
shaven, swarthy, and black-eyed. They were 
as evidently gipsies as the landlord was a 
poacher, and they all spoke a jargon of 
Border Scotch and gipsy slang, peculiar to 
what is called ''the mugger population of 
Yetholm," that would be unintelligible to the 
reader. 

With a bow and a made-up smile, Mr. 
Grippie took the seat that was offered him, 
feeling the while most unpleasant qualms at 
being recognised by this ill-looking crew, 
whom he co^jl^ neither avoid nor remain with 

VOL. I. \. Q 
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comfortably, as they knew who he was, and^ 
more than all, the great sum — ^to them a vast 
treasure — which he had with him in that 
unlucky cash-box, on which all their eyes 
instinctively fastened, ere they exchanged 
glances of intelligence with each other ; with- 
out seeming to observe which, Mr, Grippie 
spread his hands before the fire, and aflfected 
to feel himself — ^where he devoutly wished he 
was — at home ! 

Something like a kind of humble bar that 
appeared in a comer served to assure Mr. 
Grippie that the house was, in reality, a 
species of wayside hostel for tramps or such 
people as he now saw there; but, in the other 
comer, and between the beams of the ceiling, 
were some salmon-leisters and two or three 
old rusty fowling-pieces, with nets, and black 
or liver-coloured cloths or rags, that looked 
suspiciously like suits for disguising dogs, 
and spoke undeniably of poaching by land and 
water, 

Mr. Grippie, while making some common- 
place remarks, to which no one replied, and 
while rapidly making this survey of his sur- 
roundings, became suddenly aware that his 
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host was locking and elaborately securing tbe 
entrance-door, the key of which he thrust 
into a pocket of his shabby old velveteen 
coat. 

'* Why do you do that ? " he asked, aware 
that such extreme precautions are rarely used 
in rural districts. 

**Why?" repeated the man, sullenly; 
** well, if you must know, Mr. Grippie, it is 
to keep in those who are in, and out, those 
who are out." 

** Clegin the outher*' (i.^., shutting, or lock- 
ing the door), said one gipsy, swarthy as an 
Italian organ-grinder, to another, with a wink. 

* * I did ' not think this was an unruly dis- 
trict," said the lawyer. 

** Who said it was ? " growled the land- 
lord. 

^^ Of course there is a police-station near 
this?" 

*^Yes, Mr. Grippie." 

"Where?" 

" About ten miles off." 

'* Call' you that near?" 

**Yes, a d d deal too near for my 

liking," said the host, and then, as if to throw 
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their visitor off his guard, no easy task at any 
time, he added, '^ but come closer to the fire, 
your clothes are wet, and won't you try a drop 
of the romane ? " 

And while using the gipsy word for whisky, 
he pushed the black bottle towards the lawyer, 
who declined, alleging that he was **a total 
abstainer, but would like some supper — • 
cheese and bread, or anything that could be 
had without trouble." 

The slatternly girl rose, with evident un- 
willingness, from the side of the youngest 
gipsy, and proceeding to a cupboard, brought 
therefrom some cold meat, bread, and butter. 
But the aspect of these, of their appurtenances, 
and the deal table on which they were laid, the 
company among which he found himself, and 
the whole situation, deprived the miserable 
Uriah Grippie of all appetite ; he made a 
show of eating nevertheless, and drank cold 
water, feeling confident that it could not be 
drugged, for he was now beginning to fear 
the very atmosphere he breathed. 

He felt, in short, inexpressibly wretched 
that these men should be aware of the trea- 

* 

sure he had with him. He knew that these — 
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fortunately for society a fast disappearing race 
— rScottish gipsies, for more than three- 
fourths of the year, live by begging, poaching, 
and pilfering, when they fail to sell or barter 
the articles in which they too often pretend 
to deal ; that their wandering life is one of 
unrestrained licence and idleness ; that an ass 
and panniers is usually their whole property 
when they marry, and that the mountain 
heather and bog willows, with the growth of 
unenclosed moors and watercourses, supply 
them with materials for the besoms and 
baskets they make for sale. And here was 
he, Uriah Grippie, solicitor, alone, belated at 
night, in one of their haunts, with ten thousand 
pounds in his cash-box ! 

His heart's pulses seemed to stand still 
when he thought of it in all its grim pro- 
babilities. 

To attempt to maintain any conversation 
with men who spoke a slang so obscure was 
beyond even the assumed urbanity of the 
lawyer, though he could not help making a re- 
mark from time to time, while detecting a 
constant exchange of furtive glances that 
made him intensely uneasy ; yet he made a 
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gimtt efibrt of self^controly and covered his 
new terrors and natural suspicion by an air of 
cheerfulness. 

There was no appearance of the rain abating, 
and, had it done so, he had doubts about the 
wisdom of setting forth again. If he did so 
he might be followed or prevented leaving the 
place at all. Hence, such a proposition might 
only precipitate the catastrophe he dreaded ; 
and again and again did he curse and repent 
the niggard spirit that made him alike de- 
cline a guide or a conveyance to the railway 
station. 

Again and again did his soul seem to sink 
into his heels, as he saw these men, and the 
girl too, silently and secretly surveying him 
and his fatal box with blacky keen eyes, that 
were full of intelligence to each other. 

The cold supper was speedily removed, and 
the host, whose manner was naturally rough 
and brutal, seemed not disinclined to get into 
the good graces of his guest, and lull anything 
like suspicion. But the minutes of the night 
8e0med as hours, yet the lawyer feared to 
draw forth his watch to see how the time 
m&siii though he longed, not for bed or sle^, 
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bat to be aloney beyond the range of those 
oppressive eyes — alone, that he might escape ; 
for resistance he would never have thought of, 
had he been armed like a Bashi Bazook. 

At last he began to yawn, affected great 
weariness and a desire to retire for the 
night ; on which the host, lighting a candle- 
end in a clay-sticky ushered him to a small 
apartment on the upper floor; whither Mr. 
Grippie bore his bag and box, saying, with a 
smile that became ghastly in spite of himself, 

** I may as well take them, with me, for 
they are full of valuable papers, that I may 
look at early in the morning ; but I suppose 
you breakfast betimes." 

** Oh yes ; but you lawyers are queer 
chields," said the landlord, ^' and doubtless 
you'll feel all the happier in your mind to 
have your belongings beside you." 

And he grinned as the contents of the cash- 
box rattled again, causing a pang of anguish 
' in the heart of the lawyen The moment the 
latter was left alone he made a rapid but 
minute examination of the chamber — ^trap he 
deemed it — ^m which he found himself. It 
was spadl^ .meaxi» and squalid*^ In one coiii^r 
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stood a curtainless bed, in another a deal 
tnmk, a washstand and chair made up the 
furniture, together with a small looking-glass, 
in which Grippie saw for an instant the pallor 
of his features. 

The door had neither bolt nor lock, but only 
a wooden latch, which was lifted on the out- 
side, in primitive fashion, by a piece of cord 
run through a hole, and this cord he instantly 
cut ; while eflTectually to barricade the door he 
placed between it and the projection of the 
wall the deal box above mentioned, to pre- 
vent its being forced from without ; though, of 
course, it could be broken down or torn from 
its hinges. 

He then sat down to think — think, and 
listen to the beating of his heart : then he 
started to the window, opened it softly, and 
looked out. The wind and rain, wet and 
gustily blew in his face. He could not be 
far from the ground, yet all was pitchy black 
outside and he could see nothing, and was 
afraid to drop from the window lest the fi^ 
might be beyond his calculation. 

Could he but wait and defy them till 
morning ! Defy them ! He had seen a 
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ladder downstairs ; by that they could reach 
the window. No ! he must escape at once ; 
but how ? There was no fire ; th^ night was 
chilly and his teeth chattered with fear and 
cold alike. 

He heard voices in the room below speak- 
ing in low tones, that came upward through 
the planks of the worm-eaten floor, and Grip- 
pie put his ear close thereto and listened, and 
soon heard enough to make his blood run 
colder still. Another man had now joined 
them, Bingan Jannock, the ruffianly and 
ubiquitous poacher. 

** Ten thousand pounds, say ye ? " ex- 
claimed this personage, exultingly. 

**To a doit,'' said the landlord; "but 
hush-sh-sh, he can't be asleep yet, and may 
hear us." 

"Let him hear," growled the other; "his 
wierd is told." 

They were evidently all grouped close to- 
gether, and by their conversation, though 
conducted in Scottish gipsy slang, he knew 
enough, by the terrible words moulcf to kill, 
nageuy a body, rattCj blood, hare louer^ good 
money, and so forth, that they were forming 
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a deliberate plot to ^lay him that nighty bury 
his body in the nearest bog, wash up the 
blood, and divide the contents of his cash^ 
box. 

In slang they still continued their terrible 
conversation. 

^^ K there be ten thousand pounds in that 
box, such a prize does na come our way ilka 
day/' said Bingan. 

" Then he'll have a watch and purse," 
said another. 

** Bah — they're not worth thinking of, and 
had better be buried with him and his bag," 
remarked the landlord. 

'*If he had only taken a glass of the 
romanCy drugged as it is, we might have 
strangled him in his sleep ; as it is -' -" 

** We must use the knife or cudgel ; per- 
haps both." 

As he listened emotion drew his lips back 
from his teeth, and he had, though he knew 
it not, something of the aspect of a hunted 
hysBua. Was it not all a nightmare, that hgi 
sleek, careful, and cautious Uriah Grippie, wcp 
in a predicament so awful ? 

^'Heaven h^lp mel.'\moaii€4 the.wre^fi 
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lawyer, forgetting that it was rather late in 
life for him to think of seeking aid from 
heaven. 

All the cases of which he had read or 
heard, of cold-blooded and brutal assassina- 
tions for lucre, under similar, or nearly similar 
circumstances, came crowding into his mind, 
increasing his abject terror and supreme 
agony of soul. 

Hunted to death like a rat, or the poor 
otter in our opening chapter, for the first time 
in his life Mr. Uriah Grippie repented hun of 
the study and practice of the law, and thought 
that if he could escape from this horrible peril 
he would be less a lawyer and more an honest 
man in the time to come. 

By nature a hard and heartless man, now 
on the verge of a terrible death, all his past 
life, his long career of legal chicanery and 
impious hypocrisy, rose before him like a 
stupendous column towering heavenward. He 
saw many a pale face — ^the faces of the robbed, 
the wronged, and the oppressed — of proud men 
crushed to the dust, of weeping widows and 
starved children ; for the career of such a man 
as Grippie, when he gives all his soul to the 
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malpractice of the law, is simply that of a 
yampire. 

For the death at hand he was in no way 
prepared — a death that might never be dis- 
covered or avenged ; and for the first time 
since infancy he did pnt up a genuine prayer 
to heaven. He had prayed much and loudly 
too in his time, as an elder of his Tabernacle ; 
but his prayer of the present dreadful hour 
was a genuine and very different style of 
invocation. 

Steps were heard on the old crooked wooden 
stairs — stealthy steps that he could not have 
heard had he been asleep. They paused at 
the door, some fierce whispering ensued, and 
then the heart of Grippie stood still, and in 
his terror he would have shrieked, but his breath 
was gone, and, as if a spirit was near him, he 
felt ** the hair of his flesh stand up." 



CHAPTER XIX. 

A DISCOVERY. 

npHOSE who were without upon the landing- 
place had evidently discovered that the 
string of the rustic latch had been cut, and 
that they were without the means of lifting it 
softly. He heard their footsteps descend and 
die away, while voices beneath showed that 
the grim consultation had been resumed. 

Uriah Grippie respired again, though he 
feared they had but gone for the ladder, and 
would capture liim by escalade through the 
window. 

Perhaps they would not have been lured 
into the intended commission of a crime so 
great and heinous but for the great sum — ^the 
collected rents — ^which they knew to be in his 
possession. The temptation had proved too 
great for men who, like them, were wanderers 
and lawless by nature and habit. 

How bitterly he — and not for the first time 
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cursed, and repented him of the meanness that 
made him come afoot, to save the few shillings 
a vehicle would have cost him. At that 
moment he would have been safely speeding 
homeward ; and now that avarice was about 
to cost him that which, to him at least, was 
pricele^ — ^his life ! 

True to his instinctive cunning, he con- 
ceived the idea of compounding with them for 
a handsome sum, to get away, giving them any 
promises on one hand, while he should hasten 
to inform the police on the other. Then he 
feared he might have to rgfond that sum out 
of his own pocket ; or that the whole might be 
taken, and himself destroyed after all. 

Large drops of icy sweat rolled over his 
brow and into his eyes, and the moments 
seemed as hours. 

He now ventured to draw forth his watch 
and look at it — two hours past midnight. At 
that season there would be no daylight for 
nearly five hours. The voices grew still ; all 
seemed silent below. Had they gone to sleep ? 
To attempt to steal stealthily from the house 
was impossible ; the key of the door was in 
the landlord's possession. Could he pass the 
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remainder of the dark morning thus ? Hid 
meagre candle-end was consuming fast. 

All was still without now — ^the rain had 
ceased and the wind had died away. In a few 
minutes more his candle would he consumed ; 
he would be in the dark, and he felt that if 
these bloodhounds again approached his door, 
even barricaded as it was, he should die of 
sheer fright ; and this made him prepare for 
instant action. 

He tied the sheets of the bed together. 
Fortunately for him it stood close to the 
window, over which he dropped the lower end 
of one, securing the other fast to the bed-rail. 
He slung the cash-box round his neck securely 
by his silk handkerchief, blew out his candle, 
and softly, yet quickly, began his descent, at 
the moment that there rose a sound like thunder 
in his ears, as the gipsies and Bingan Jannock, 
with all their fury and strength, were endeavour- 
ing to break in the door of his room. 

He quickly slid down to the bottom of the 
lower sheet, but with fear and astonishment 
found himself yet far from the ground, and 
that he could not even see it in the intensity 
of the darkness. The crash of blows continued 
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on the door of the room he had quitted ; oaths 
and maledictions reached his excited ears with 
the sound of the former, and there he swung, 
oscillating at the lower end of his sheet-rope, 
fearing to let go, as it suddenly occurred to 
him that on the side he had descended the 
house probably abutted on a rock. And such 
was the case, for when suddenly his grasp 
failed him, as his strength gave way, he went 
rolling down, down, he knew not whither. On 
reaching the bottom he became nearly senseless 
with the shock, and for a moment or two lay 
still and breathless. 

The reader may marvel what all the perils 
of an obscure country lawyer like Uriah 
Grippie can have to do with our story ; but 
eventually they led to his knowledge of the 
existence of those in whom we are chiefly 
interested — Julian and his brother, with whose 
fortunes and misfortunes he was, unluckily 
for them, too much woven up. 

He had rolled down into what appeared to 
be the bed of a mountain rivulet. He was 
covered with bruises, but felt them not at that 
exciting time. He knew the peril of remain- 
ing, and scrambled up ; sheer terror endued his 
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trembling limbs with factitious strength beyond 
his years or habits of life, and he fled, he 
knew not, and cared not, in what direction, so 
that he could put a distance between himself 
and danger. 

Down hill apparently he went, headlong in 
the dark, if not exactly with the speed, certainly 
with all the terror of a hunted hare, his cash- 
box making an odious clatter at every step. 
Often he tumbled and fell sprawling over 
stones and hillocks or furrows, but started up 
breathlessly to resume his flight, and reached 
a path, little better than a track, but doubtless 
the same which he had before pursued in the 
other direction so fatally for himself. 

Perspiration came from all his pores; he 
panted painfully, rather than breathed ; yet on 
and on he struggled in the dark and voiceless 
solitude, after the oaths and imprecations of 
his pursuers, who had followed him at random, 
died away behind. 

Suddenly all further power of endurance 
and volition seemed to pass out of him. He 
fell and found himself unable to rise. He 
lay in a field-ditch, under the shelter of a 
turf-dyke, broad-leaved burdocks and gorse, 

VOL. I. R 



242 THE LORD HERMIT A GE. 

which he trusted would conceal him, and there 
he remained en perdtLCy worn nigh unto death, 
and scarcely daring to breathe, fearing that he 
might be tracked by dogs as well as men, 
though he must now have proceeded some 
miles. 

Would morning never dawn ! he thought. 

He must have been asleep, or somehow 
unconscious, for some time afterwards, when he 
suddenly roused himself to look about, the 
uprisen sun was shining gaily on the green 
hills, the grey mist was melting away about 
their summits. He was in a wild and 
solitary mountain district, no house or home 
near him, and he was still as ignorant of the 
path to pursue as he had been when in the 
dark. 

But he gathered heart and courage now 
amid the broad light of golden day^ and 
setting forth, with limbs stiflfened by damp, 
exposure, over-exertion, and sorely bruised 
with his many falls, he began to follow a 
track across the hills that evidently led to a 
less lonely region, where the pungent fragrance 
of the pine thickets, wet with the rain of the 
past nighty came on the fresh morning breeze. 
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and the ^eep were quietly eating inrnipB in 
the fields of faded grass. 

No emotion of thankfulness to heaven for 
his narrow escape was in the heart of Uriah 
Grippie, who never reflected that had he 
failed to achieve it, another hour had doubtless 
seen him mangled and hidden in an unknown 
grave. He felt but a tempest of vengeance 
and hate — ^hate and vengeance, which might 
be just enough in some respects ; and when 
he looked at his suit of black broadcloth (he 
always wore black, as professional men in 
Scotland usually do so) and saw the state to 
which it had been reduced by clay, mud, 
and tatters, and by all he had undergone, his 
rage redoubled. 

Another day would see his wrongs in the 
hands of the Procurator Fiscal and the police, 
and he was already grinding his teeth in the 
anticipated vengeance of his well-beloved 
law, when a cry of abject terror escaped him, 
on finding himself, at a turn of the path, 
between two copses, face to face with Eingan 
Jannock and the host of the den from which 
he had escaped ! 

Eingan and the gipsy had each a formidable 
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cudgel, and with fierce imprecations they 
sprang exultingly upon him, with murder 
and wild exultation too surely in their eyes. 

A cry, something between a groan and a 
shriek, was uttered by the fugitive, as he was 
struck to the earth by the poacher Jannock ; 
but ere he could repeat the stroke, he too was 
struck down by a blow from a heavy walking- 
cane, dealt unsparingly under the right ear. 

He scrambled up and was about to close 
with his assailant, but shrank back on finding 
that he was face to face with Julian Melville. 

He cowered like a stricken dog under the 
young man's fiery and indignant eye. He raised 
his cudgel as if about to strike, then muttered a 
savage oath, and crying, '' A curse upon you, 
Melville, as you call yourself; may you dree 
your mother's shame' and your ain black wierd 
to the dregs ! " and then took to his heels, 
followed by his companion in guilt, while Julian 
lifted up the luckless Uriah, who had been 
stunned by the crashing blow he had re- 
ceived. 

And now to explain how Julian came to be 
in that neighbourhood, and so opportunely. 

Leaving, as he too surely felt he was about 
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to do, his native land for ever, Julian, before 
joining his brother at Berwick, had conceived 
a strong fancy to look on the old Castle of 
Hermitage, which, had he possessed his birth- 
right, would have given him the title which 
he deemed was justly his. And to gratify this 
lingering wish — a superstition of the heart, 
and which may be deemed in this cold, hard, 
and practical age, no doubt, a silly one — he 
had proceeded, in the dawn of the early 
morning, along the bank of the stream named 
the Hermitage, till he came to the castle so 
called, and sat down to contemplate it with 
a heart swollen by many bitter, proud, and 
pitiful emotions, which, under all his circum- 
stances, this hollow species of gratifica- 
tion was well calculated to excite ; and often 
in after times, when sick and worn and 
weary nigh unto death, in distant places and 
amid sad and terrible surroundings, his 
memory would wander back to the peaceful 
morning when he sat by the limpid, murmuring 
waters of the Hermitage, and saw the vast 
mass of the old castle, crimsoned by the 
rising sun, towering high amid a scene of 
barrenness and desolation. 
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Still in complete repair, and one of the 
greatest strongholds on the Scottish Borders^ 
it is aliall, massive, gloomy double tower, girt 
by a ditch and ramparts, old as the thirteenth 
century ; and as the wanderer — for such now he 
was-surveyed its mighty maas with moistened 
and eager eyes, it was impossible for him not 
to recall many of its brilliant and terrible 
memories of the past ; for there in a dungeon 
had the brave Dalhousie been chained and 
starved to death ; there Bothwell neaxly died 
under the moss-trooper's blade ; and the 
Queen came through the trackless region by 
the Liddal to visit him; and there, in earlier 
times, the dark Lord Soulis was slain by the 
Laird of Mangerton. 

Peaceful and still looked the old castle now, 
with the smoke curling high in air from its 
huge chimneys, and its grated windows shining 
in the morning sun ; and Julian would have 
sketched it, but he shivered at the thought ; 
he bad never had a pencil in his hand since 
last he sketched with Kate. 

" Lord Hermitage — Lord Hermitage f " 
muttered Julian, and the words and the title 
seemed to be burned into his heart and braim 
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" Oh aid me, Heaven ; guide me, blessed God, 
to clear our mother's name and fame ; to right 
her wrongs, and I may yet die the -Lord 
Hermitage ! " 

So prayed the lad aloud and pathetically. 

As he turned away, full of sorrow, just 
regret, and natural indignation, how little 
could he dream that before he had walked 
some twenty yards or so he was to rescue 
from a violent death the only man in the 
whole world who could prove to him beyond 
a legal doubt that he was actually the Lord 
Hermitage! 

Yet so it was. 

He bathed and bound up the wound inflicted 
on the lawyer's head by the bludgeon of 
Bingan Jannock, heard his somewhat wandeir- 
ing and incoherent account of his terrible 
adventures over-night, as he gladly availed him- 
self of Julian's proffered arm, to assist him 
to the nearest village or railway station. 

Though little accustomed to good society, 
Uriah Grippie could see that his preserver 
was a young man possessing the best style ot 
bearing, with a handsome, winning, and frank, 
though somewhat saddened, expression of face. 
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After he had nearly relieved his agitated 
mind in grim threats, and exultation at the 
anticipation of vengeance on Kingan Jannock 
and the gipsies, he said : '' Most grateful am I 
to you, young gentleman, for your gallant aid 
and great kindness, and a most useful witness 
you will be when I have that scoundrel Jan- 
nock and his comrades by the heels." 

"He is a poacher from Ettrick ; I know 
him well." 

" You do ! that is lucky. Now, as a wit- 
ness " 

* ' Please do not think of detaining me as 
such," said Julian, who disliked the turn the 
conversation was taking. '^ My finances can ill 
afford detention, and I have no desire to figure 
in a witness-box and undergo, perhaps, all 
manner of cross-examination." 

" But may I ask your name, young gentle- 
man?" 

'* Melville," was the curt reply. 

** And your residence ? " 

"Fairy Knowe," replied the other, half 
absently. 

" In Ettrick ? you spoke just now of 
Ettrick." 



A DISCOVERY. 249 

*' Yes. Does it interest you ? Where my 
future home may be I know not," continued 
Julian, who had no desire to enlighten a total 
stranger as to his movements. 

The lawyer paused and looked Julian keenly 
in the face, and passed a hand over his fore- 
head, as if to clear or recall his thoughts. 

^* Fairy Knowe," he said, as if to himself. 
** I knew a Captain Gerard Melville who lived 
there." 

** My poor old grandfather," exclaimed 
Julian, his countenance brightening. 

" The son of his son ? " queried the 
lawyer. 

*^ He had no son," replied Julian, looking 
aside. 

^* How, then?" 

^ * My brother Gerard and I are the sons of 
his daughter," said JuUan, feeling intense 
bitterness of soul, and already anticipating 
another question, which fortunately Uriah did 
not ask, but merely said : 

" Gerard; so named from the old Captain? " 

" Exactly ; but we are now near the railway 
station." 

A sudden light dawned upon the legal mind 
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ot Uriah Grippie : the name of Melville, the 
age of Juliaiiy and his Christian name too, all 
pointed he knew to what ; but he would keep 
his own counsel ; oh yes, assuredly he would 
keep his own counsel — ^yet. He now ventured 
another remark as a ** feeler.'' 

** A noble building, yonder Castle of Her- 
mitage." 

He could see that Julian's face flushed. 

*' I came this way simply to see it," replied 
the youth, " ere I turn my back on this dis- 
trict, perhaps for ever." 

While Julian's eyes were bent sadly on the 
mass of the now distant castle, Grippie rapidly 
made some memoranda in his note-book. He 
had seen the marriage of Kate Eingsmuir to 
the heir of Deloraine duly chronicled in the 
pubUc prints, and also the death of Captain 
Melville, with perfect indiflference, not caring 
a jot about the three ; but now — 7k>« that he 
knew that there were heirs bom cf &ttt ill* 
omened and secret marriage, to which he 
alone possessed the key ! — — 

In a wild and unwonted burst of gratitude, 
he had actually at first been not indisposed to 
tell Julian all he knew and had the power to 
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do. Then came suggestions bom of his innate 
caution and covetousness. He would take the 
case ^' to avizandum/' resersre his knowledge 
and his foweir to prove the marriage of Gladys 
and the legitimate claims of the wanderer, 
whose likeness to the Earl of Deloraine was 
so striking, until he discovered how that peer 
would pay again for the sUence he might deem 
more valuable now that he had a young and 
wealthy bride. 

If imt^ then Uriah would change banners 
and go over to the enemy, take up the cause 
of the heir, which in his hands would speedily 
swell to the proportions of a noble and profit- 
able plea, that might become to him as a mine 
of wealth, and he rubbed his cold, fishy hands 
at the anticipation of the whole affair viewed 
from any point of view. 

Although as a lawyer he tried to make it 
his business to know everything, it struck him 
with astonishment that he had never taken the 
trouble to inquire whether Gladys Melville 
had left children, for somehow she had passed 
completely out of his knowledge. Cautious^ 
reticent^ and, like a genuine lawyer, having ah 
eye to his own ends^he resolved to acquire all 
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the information he wished^ yet without giving 
any clue to himself or his object. 

** Ah ! and so you and your brother were 
bom at Fairy Knowe?" he remarked^ as if 
casually. 

'' No/' 

" Where, then ? " 

" Among the Khinns of Galloway." 

" A wild part of the country." 

**But dear to us; and now, sir," added 
Julian, who intensely disliked the manner in 
which this mud-stained and certainly ignoble- 
looking personage had so steadily sought to 
probe the secret aflfairs of his family, " here 
comes my train, and as I have not a moment 
to lose I must bid you good morning." 

They parted, and the train swept Julian 
away. 

Full of his thoughts, and thus heedless that 
his very battered aspect rendered him a source 
of speculation to the few loiterers about the 
solitary way-side station, the lawyer, less 
intent on tracking out his assailants than dis- 
covering all the necessary threads to the story 
he was about to weave up, sat with his note- 
book in hand lost in reverie, as he bit the end 
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of his pencil from time to time, and made his 
memoranda as they occurred to him. 

In one point Mr. Uriah Grippie outwitted 
himself amid the pleasure of that morning's 
discovery. He had forgotten to be assured 
that the sons of Gladys would be found at 
Fairy Knowe when he wanted them ! 

For the selfish reasons given^ he had left 
Julian — ^the preserver of his life — in total 
ignorance of all that he could do for him and 
Gerard, telling not even his own name. For 
sooth to say, unprepossessed by his appearance, 
Julian had never asked, and, in his dread of 
being hampered and trammelled by having to 
appear as a witness, made no secret of his 
haste to be gone ; all the more so, too, that he 
was nervously susceptible on being questioned 
now about his family, and bitterly resented the 
unmerited sense of humiliation to which such 
questions as those put by this stranger sub- 
jected himself and the brother he loved so 
dearly. 

In front of Hermitage he had passionately 
and pathetically prayed that Heaven might aid 
him in righting his mother's wrongs and vindi- 
cating his own just claims to a noble heritage ; 
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and in the fhtnre we shall see how far ihese 
ardent hopes were fulfilled. 

The brothers met at Berwicki and taking 
the train for London, set out together on the 
pilgrimage of life in earnest. 



CHAPTER XX. 

XrtllAH GRIPPIB LAYS DOWN THE LAW. 

A FEW weeks after this saw Mr. Uriah 
■^ Grippie — ^for, with true legal caution, that 
personage had to verify some of the informa- 
tion he had wormed out of Julian by documen- 
tary evidence from parish clerks and so forth 
— ^proceeding in a hired vehicle, with much 
complacency, up the long, sweeping, and stately 
avenue that led to Deloraine, bordered by 
stately oaks, ^^ whose limbs a thousand years 
have worn." 

Whether he punished, or " pursued,'' as he 
would have phrased it, the gang in whose 
hands he had so nearly perished in Liddes- 
dale, has little to do with our story; we 
rather believe he did, though he would gain 
nothing by doing so. Mr. Grippie was one 
of those obliging persons who will hold a 
candle to — — ^we all know whom, if they think 
their interests may be advanced by doing so ; 
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yet he was a leading elder in his Taber*!^ 
nacle, an obscure shrine in one of the back 
slums of the old red burgh by the broad blue 
Nith. 

Unimpressionable though he was^ as he drew 
near Deloraine, and saw its gigantic mass, the 
most marked object in all the surrounding 
landscape, by its stately bulk absorbing the 
eye, grim and strong, as befitted the age of 
turbulence and violence in which it had been 
reared, he felt the littleness of his own posi- 
tion in life, as contrasted with the owner of 
such an edifice. 

The shadows of the early spring evening 
were darkening around its towers and turrets. 
In the moat, made by a mountain bum, en- 
circling the rock whereon it stands, the white 
cups and broad green leaves of the water-lilies 
were floating, and noiselessly some stately 
swans were sailing to and fro ; and there the 
crested heron, with its strong, sharp bill, the 
most patient and attentive of anglers, may be 
seen at times. 

Where the drawbridge swung of old, there 
was now a handsome stone arch, and great 
vases, usually filled with flowers^ were along 
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the parapets where culverins had frowned when 
Cromwell passed that way. 

Thus, though neither sentimental nor 
poetical, Mr. Uriah Grippie was impressed 
by the vastness of Deloraine, and though a 
bitter democrat at heart, "he dearly loved a 
lord," having all that profound veneration for 
rank which is an idiosyncrasy in the character 
of the low-bom Scot : ''A man's a man for a' 
that," but he views a lord as something more. 

His arrival in a hired vehicle did not 
impress the gate-porter or liveried servants 
much ; thus he was left to cool his heels at the 
gate and ring repeatedly before any of these 
personages came, with their lazy and languid 
insouciance of bearing, to attend upon him, and 
take up his name, as '*his lordship was at 
home." 

Deloraine was seated with his Countess, the 
still bright Kate, the lost love of the outcast 
Julian, in a luxuriously furnished drawing- 
room, now lighted by waxen candles in 
brackets of silvered Venetian bronze • The cur- 
tains were drawn, the apartment was stately, 
airy, spacious, and had every appurtenance 
wealth and taste could give it. 

VOL. I. s 
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He was idling over a sporting paper ; she 
engaged on some silken fancy work, and 
her pet dog lay coiled on the Inxnrioas mg 
at her feet, before the blazing fire. Bnt, as 
Deloraine was an epitome of many past ages^ 
in the room were portraits of those days when 
no man was deemed a man who was unable to 
give a home thrust with his sword as deftly 
as he could tie the ribbons of a woman's 
hood. 

From time to time the hla^e Earl looked at 
the face of his girl-wife, sweet and delicate as 
an apple-blossom, with all her masses of red- 
golden hair, for such it was, rather than 
auburn, and felt himself old in years — older 
in — ^well, to put it mildly — experience of the 
world and the world's darkest ways — and won- 
dered that he was, at last, the husband of one 
so fair and guileless. 

A stealthily-paced servant in livery entered 
with a card upon a silver salver, and though 
visitors were less frequent at Deloraine than 
in Tybumia, his lordship took it half absently, 
while Kate looked up enquiringly. 

** Mr. Grippie, Solicitor-at-Law ! " muttered 
the Earl, changing colour, for the name was not 
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without unpleasant associations ; ** and just 
before dinner/' 

" A curious time for a visit — and from a 
total stranger, as I suppose he is," said Eate. 

" What can the fellow want ? " exclaimed the 
Earl, with sudden irritation of tone. ** Who 
can he be ? Ask his business," 

" I did so, my lord/' replied the servant, 
coolly, " but he declined to give it." 

'' Tell him to write." 

** His business is for your ear alone, my 
lord, and he says it is most important." 

**Me alone — odd." 

^' Yes, my lord." 

• '* Where is the fellow?" 

** In the library." 

In that stately apartment, where the well- 
bound volumes stood in close ranks on shelves 
of varnished wainscot, Mr. Grippie started to 
his feet, and bowed low to the Earl, who re- 
sponded by a brief nod, and had his eyeglass 
wedged in his right eye in a fashion that made 
it glare and flash in the light of the chandelier, 
as he scrutinised the figure and face of Grippie, 
which he could scarcely recall, and yet twenty 
years had not added many wrinkles to his 
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vulgar features, while the twinkle of his cold, 
restless, and cunning eyes was quite uij- 
ohanged. 

The Earl haughtily motioned him to a seat, 
and stood himself, but with his back to the 
fire, 

**I have to congratulate your lordship," 
said Mr. Grippie, smiling and assuming an air 
of confidence. 

* * The deuce you have — on what ? " asked 
Deloraine, readjusting his eyeglass. 

** On having so suddenly committed — ^ha — - 
hah — matrimony, a second time." 

* * A second, time ? What the devil do you 
mean, sir ? and suddenly, too I Are you aware, 
sir, that you permit your tongue a strange 
licence, especially here in Deloraine ? " 

As the Earl spoke his dark brows met over 
his straight and handsome nose, and his closely- 
set eyes had in them the same expression 
which had latterly excited terror in poor 
Gladys during her last loving days in Wies- 
baden. **More than a year ago — ^if I con- 
descend to explain to you, a stranger — . 
Kingsmuir of that ilk, promised me his 
eldest daughter. He could not spare her at 
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the time ; she was too yonng and all that sort 
of thing ; but mine she was to be, if I did 
nothing unworthy of her." 

Mr. Uriah Grippie coughed dubiously behind 
his hand. 

" And now that she is mine what do you 
mean by speaking of matrimony a second 
time ? •' 

The lawyer paused, for the coolness, hau- 
teur, and perfect insouciance of the Earl dis- 
concerted even him, but for a time only. 

" Mr. Grippie, that is your name, I think," 
continued the Earl, looking at the card and 
then tossing it aside, **' out with what you have 
got to say, for as yet you have said too much 
or too little ; and I have not much patience 
for either course." 

The two men looked at each other steadily 
and defiantly. Grippie felt that he had power 
over the Earl ; the latter deemed that, beyond 
a letter or two, he had no power of exposing 
him to his young OountesSj and that he had 
simply come on a mission of deliberate ex- 
tortion. 

" Will you look sharp, sir ? " 

" My lord, as we sow so shall we reap." 
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" Dcm't cant to me, sir ! Your vehicle is 
waiting, I presume." 

'^ I am in no haste, my lord, and I am not 
canting/' 

** I don't understand the drift of this d— rd 
intrusion ! But I suppose it means money — 
ei^tortion — eh, old six-and-eightpence ? " 

" It is on a matter not unfamiliar to your 
lordship," replied Grippie, with growing delibe- 
ration, *> and concerns a point in the law of 
Scotland." 

" Curse Scotland and her laws! " exclaimed 
the Earl, with undignified fury, "what are 
either to me ? " 

"Yery little, I doubt not." 

*' You doubt not — and why, pray ? " 

" Because, as a Scottish •peer and land- 
holder, we know well how little you and your 
set- — ^" 

'' Fellow, you talk of our * set ' ! " 

" Yes, undoubtedly." 

" Go on ; you a»e amusing now." 

*' We know well how you value Scotiand 
and her laws, save in so far as you can make 
money out of one, and set the other at defiance." 

^Don't attempt to act the patriot here, Mr. 
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Grippie ; it is intensely absurd in a man of 
your profession," said the Earl, who, by nature 
fiery, impatient, and while longing to throw 
his visitor out of the window, felt himself 
compelled to temporise and exert patience 
with him ; for loving Kate as much as it 
was in his selfish nature to love anyone, 
Deloraine, to do him justice, had a genuine 
horror of that dark story of which Grippie 
was the custodian coming to her ears, and that 
however many children she might have, there 
were two with a prior claim in the sight of 
nature, and it might be in the sight of the law ; 
and, more than all, that one of these two 
had actually been her own lover ! 

He viewed Grippie simply as a reptile, yet 
felt himself thus so far in his power that, 
with assumed composure, he said, while 
pointedly looking at his watch, 

* ' Will you explain your business, sir ? I 
have to dress for dinner, and don't choose to 
keep Lady Deloraine waiting," 

*' It concerns the late Lady Hermitage and 
the heirs of her body lawfully begotten, my 
lord; so you will please to listen to me with 
patience," 
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Though he knew something of this kind 
was coming, the dark £bu^ of the Eail grew 
very pale, and though he started as if a wasp 
had stong him and his eyes gleatned danger- 
ously, he remained perfectly qniet, and had 
to listen to much more than he calculated 
upon, or quite cared to hear, advanced by 
Mr. Grippie in the interest of his ^^ clients," 
for as such, all unknown to themselves, had 
he adopted them for the time. 

" Your lordship will excuse me," he began 
with great suavity, " but we lawyers, like 
policemen, are more than any other class 
brought face to face with the crimes and follies 
of mankind. It is twenty years since we met 
for the first and only time, yet I doubt whether 
your lordship recognises me ? " 

'*You — oh — aw — ^yes ; I recognise you 
now — though, I must admit, with difficulty." 

'*An old correspondent, my lord," urged 
Grippie coolly. 

" Yes — and a d d expensive one," said 

the Earl, bluntly. 

" Strange ! that we should meet but for a 
few minutes twenty years ago, and " * 

•'Well, surl you have been deuced well 
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paid for those few minutes. What is your 
object now — ^money ? " 

'' No, my lord." 

" That is well, for not a shilling more shall 
you have from me." 

A faint smile spread over the face of Mr. 
Grippie as he said, 

^^ I am here in the interests of the Lord 
Hermitage ; but perhaps I should have 
written." 

**The Lord — who do you say ? " 

"I spoke plain enough — the Lord Her- 
mitage." 

**And who the devil is he?" asked the 
Earl, defiantly. 

''All this tone is quite absurd with me ; 
you know right well to whom I refer." 

Deloraine certainly did know, but affected 
ignorance. Then, after glaring through his 
eyeglass at the impassive face of the lawyer, 
he said, 

** Fellow, you have been well paid in the 
past time for silence." 

"I must be better paid now," was the 
other's cool response : '' now that there is a 
plea to be taken up which no lawyer in the 
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land would willingly lose ; a marriage to be 
proved, and heirs to an old and honoured title 
brought forward.'' 

** You are mad! " 

** I am not mad, my lord." 

" The matter you refer to was no marriage." 

^' It was a marriage, and I have the proofs 
of it." 

" And these proofs ? " said Lord Deloraine, 
with a gesture and accent of supreme con- 
tempt. 

*' Are noted here," replied Grippie, drawing 
forth his memorandum-book. ** Firstly : a 
duplicate certificate of the marriage, drawn up 
by me, signed by your lordship and Miss 
Gladys Melville, and witnessed by my two 
clerks." 

** Duplicate ? There was no duplicate." 

** Think again, my lord.^' 

He did reflect, and it now flashed upon his 
memory that he featZ done what Gladys in 
her confusion had forgotten, signed two papers ; 
and an emotion of baffled rage took possession 
of him. 

" Go on," said he. 

" Secondly : there are three of your lord- 
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diip's letters, enclosing cheques and Bank of 
Scotland notes^ the dates and numbers of 
which have been taken ; and in these letters 
you refer to 'the ceremony/ while repudiating 
it. Thirdly : a certified extract from the Frem- 
denbuch of a hotel in the Schtitzenhofstrasse 
of Wiesbaden, showing the date at which * Lord 
and Lady Hermitage' resided there as married 
persons. Fourthly : the certificate of the birth 
of her ladyship's children in GaUoway, with 
the date thereof, and registered as the sons of 
Gladys Melville and Julian Scott, commonly 
called the Lord Hermitage. You had taught 
the poor thing to deem her marriage a sham, 
or that all the proofs of it had been destroyed. 
So,'' added Mr. Grippie, remembering the 
prompt and gallant service done to himself by 
Julian, " I have to congratulate you on having 
a noble and manly heir to your title and 
estates." 

Deloraine thought only of his girl-wife, 
and what her emotions would be if she heard 
this ; and in furious language he repudiated all 
his visitor advanced. But cool as a cucumber, 
the latter stuck to the truth and value of his 
documents and statements. < 
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" My lord, though you have been much 
absent from home," continued Mr. Grippie, 
perfectly unmoved by the white anger of the 
Earl, " surely you must know that if a man 
and a woman in presence of witnesses de- 
liberately announce their resolution to become 
man and wife, that formality, simple though it 
be, constitutes a binding marriage, and that 
such a union, even if celebrated in Scotland 
by the natives of another country, is, beyond 
all question, equally binding on them. Accord- 
ing to the Act of Parliament, 'no irregular 
marriage contracted in Scotland, by declara- 
tion, acknowledgment, or ceremony, shall 
be validi unless one of the parties had, at 
the date thereof, his or her usual place of 
residence there, or had lived in Scotland for 
twenty-one days next preceding such marriage; 
any law, custom, or usage to the contrary not- 
withstanding.' Now your lordship and Miss 
Gladys Melville had, of course, hoik resided 
in Scotland more than the time required by 
law. The form of ceremony depends entirely 
on the place where that ceremony is performed, 
and the legal capacity of the parties to marry 
is determined by the country to which those 
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parties belong, and we hold it in Scottish 
law that a marriage duly solemnized in any 
comitry is binding in point of form over the 
whole world. Thus was yours so, my lord, 
being duly solemnized according to the law of 
the land." 

With a dull sense of impotent anger the 
Earl of Deloraine listened to all this. He had 
long since ceased to have even a vestige of 
a regret for the sad fate of Gladys. Paternal 
emotion he felt no more than the crocodile 
may that leaves its eggs to be hatched in the 
sand. He certainly hoped for a legal heir to 
Deloraine now that he had married the wealthy 
daughter of Colonel Kingsmuir, of Kingsmuir 
and that ilk ; but he had no desire to find one 
thus suddenly in the person of a tall fellow of 
twenty years of age, the son of the humbler, 
though not less well-bom daughter of the 
dead Captain at Fairy Knowe. 

So, all things considered, he thought he 
would come to terms with Mr. Uriah Grippie, 
for possession of the duplicate certificate and 
other compromising documents. 

'' Come, Mr. Grippie," said he, with sudden 
but rather grim suavity, " every man has his 
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price ; my turf experiences have tanglit me 
that : what is yours ? " 

The lawyer regarded him with a leering expres- 
sion out of one eye, which exasperated the Earl 
so much that he felt inclined to knock him down. 
** We are men of the world, my lord," he 
began. 

" We ? " queried Deloraine, haughtily. 
*' Well — I am a man of the world." 
" Then as a man of the world what say 
you to five hundred pounds for those papers?" 
" Couldn't do it, my lord, in the interests 
of my clients." 

" A thousand pounds, then," said Deloraine, 
his dark eyes flashing fire. 

" For that sum you shall have them." 
** Delivered by you into my own hand." 
'* Into your own hand, my lord." 
A thousand pounds to crush for ever the 
birthright of the sons of poor Gladys — ^they 
to whom that sum would have seemed a small 
fortune, liiemo repente fuit turpissimusy says 
the Latin maxim ; but was there ever a time 
when the Earl — we shall not speak 'of the 
lawyer — would have been less base ? Pro- 
mising to return in due time to Deloraine, the 
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unwelcome visitor took his departure; and, for 
reasons that he could not foresee, it was decided 
by fate that he should return there no more. 

He resolved first to discover what sum 
Julian and Gerard would bind themselves 
down by document to pay him if he substan- 
tiated their claims before the world, and 
instantly wrote to that effect to the address the 
former had given him, almost inadvertently, 
Fairy Knowe; but his own letters were retuijQfed, 
marked " Gone — no address left." 

For some successive weeks he advertised 
for the brothers, as '* the heirs of the late 
Captain Melville ; " notices which somewhat 
perplexed the evil Earl, who could not com- 
prehend what they meant, but which he kept 
sedulously out of the Countess's wayj but 
as no response ever came to them, Mr, Grip- 
pie thought that he might as well take the 
promised documents to Deloraine, and realise 
his thousand pounds. 

One forenoon in spring — a forenoon he was 
fated long to remember — he took down from 
its shelf his well-known strong-box, which 
contained several dockets of secret papers on 
which he set considerable store, and lifted 
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them in succession again and again ; but that 
particular one, which he had tied with red 
tape, and labelled '^ anent the marriage of Lord 
Hermitage," had vanished ! 

A cold sweat burst over him ; he tossed all 
the contents of the box out, examining them 
one by one. No — beyond a doubt the papers 
were gone — ^they were no longer there ; but 
gone where and how ? The lo^k of the box 
was a remarkable one, and the key thereof 
had never been out of his possession. 

He felt himself grow pale and the cold 
perspiration pour over him, as it had done in 
the den of the gipsies. He threw himself 
into a chair with his head between his hands 
and strove to think. He remembered one 
night having dreamt of this catastrophe, and 
now that dream seemed to have been realised. 

No — no ! He could not adopt the idea I 
they must be in the box — those papers worth 
to him now one thousand pounds in cash. 
Again he plunged his tremulous hands among 
the bundles of documents; but sought, as before, 
in vain, and he was compelled to come to the 
startling conclusion that the papers connected 
with the marriage of Gladys had vanished ! 
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His avarice, fear, suspicion, and rage were 
rexcited in turn and all together. 

Avarice, it the crushing fact of losing one 
^houeand pounds ; fear, that thieves had been 
1 or about the premises, till the most minute 
ispection convinced him that such could not 
in the case ; suspicion, but of whom ? 
fefone knew the value of these particular 
lapers hut himself, and he had seen them 
tgain and again since he had dismissed his 
b^st office drudge; and his old, half-blind 
tousekeeper was beyond being suspected. 
Moreover, his keys never left his person by 
lay or night, any more than the eyes in his 
|kead : so u7»), in the name of all that was 
wonderful, had purloined the papers, and 
feexe had they gone, he asked of himself 
1 and again, in baffled rage, mingled with 
most intense perplexity, 
lore than half that day passed before he 
\ persuade himself to lock the fatal bos 
t replace it on the shelf, with the terrible 
iriction that the papers were gone, and 
them the promised thousand pounds 
I the Earl of Deloraine. 
pXo the latter, after many days of sore per- 
firoL. I. T 
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plexity and much inward groaning, he wrote in- 
forming him of the unexplainable catastrophe. 

*'Lost — gone — who the devil can have 
those papers ? " thought the Earl ; ** they 
will be sure to crop up at a future time in 
the hands of some other legal scoundrel ! " 

And when he remembered the advertise- 
ments he had seen, he disbeUeved all the 
written and reiterated assurances of Uriah 
Grippie that he had nothing to do with them, 
and also that since the brothers had left 
Fairy Knowe all trace of them had been lost. 
The Earl made up his mind that the lawyer 
had '' gone over to the enemy," taken advice 
of counsel on the matter, and every morning, 
when the butler opened the despatch box 
and laid his letters before him, he felt a thrill 
of dread and disgust to find among them some 
legal intimation of a forthcoming storm before 
the Lords of Council and Session. 

But time passed on without this catastrophe 
occurring ; the London season drew nigh, and 
thither he and the Countess in due time be- 
took themselves. 



CHAPTEE XXI. 

LONDON. 

A MID a scene to them new and startling, 
^^ Julian and Gerard stood, in a rather 
bewildered frame of mind, on the platform at 
King's Cross station, in the hurry-skurry of a 
great train newly arrived from the North, and 
of others departing into the haze and gloom 
of a dark evening in February. 

'* The world is a wide place, Julian," said 
his brother, as they gathered together their 
plaids and rugs; ** and there are many roads 
that lead from dear old Fairy Knowe." 

'^ And one, with the iron-horse, has brought 
us here, on the first stage of a forlorn 
pilgrimage." 

** Nay, nay, don't talk in that fashion," said 
the other, cheerfully, as their luggage — only a 
couple of portmanteaus — ^was brought from the 
capacious depths of the van ; " we have come 
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to London with something better in our 
pockets then the proverbial half-crown." 

It was a cold, murky, and choky evening ; 
the spacious station looked smoking and 
cavernous, and as rain had been falling all 
the past day, the metropolis was seen under 
its worst and gloomiest aspect ; and as they 
drove through the streets, the figures of the 
passers seemed, in the steamy gas-light and 
mist, like Ossian's ghosts, half seen, half lost. 

Even the aspect of the vehicle shocked 
them. The cab was a genuine London one 
— a disgrace to Europe in the aspect of its 
driver, harness, and horse ; its windows were 
cracked, and rattled fearfully as it crawled and 
clattered through the sloppy streets to a 
humble boarding-house, the address of which 
had been given to them by the parish minister 
of Kingsmuir, who took an interest in the 
friendless lads — a good specimen of an old 
Scottish pastor, who for nearly fifty years had 
officiated to the people of his sequestered 
incumbency, had baptised all save the aged, 
taught them the catechism, given them their 
first communion, married them, buried them, 
and had seen out many. 
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The streets through which the travellers 
were taken by cabby, for a . purpose of his 
own, by their strangeness of aspect and their 
squalor, which the glaring gin-palaces fully 
revealed, crushed and damped Julian and his 
brother in spirit. 

They knew nothing of the stateliness of 
the West End, or those outskirts of London 
by Belgravia, Bayswater, Kensington, and 
Haverstock Hill — suburbs with a myriad 
' ' fancy residences of every order and dis-order 
of architecture ; " but after an apparently 
interminable drive, their cab turned down one 
of those quiet and narrow, gloomy but lofty 
old streets that run towards the river, between 
Somerset House and the Temple, but nearer 
the latter. 

It had seemed to them that they would 
never arrive, but go on driving all night ere 
this destination was reached, for cabby, finding 
that he had a *' couple of Scots greenhorns " 
to deal with, who had unwisely admitted 
to him that they had never been in London 
before, had taken them through a myriad of 
cross streets, away round by the Marylebone 
Eoad, and then returning down Long Acre 
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and Dmry Lane, to the dull old cul-de-sac off 
Fleet Street. And the moment he drew up at 
the door of the house a ragged and miserable 
looking scarecrow, drenched and cadaverous, 
who seemed to start out of a flooded gutter, 
demanded in the Queen's English, but civilly 
enough, to be paid for opening the cab door, 
which Julian had opened for himself. 

* * What is your fare, cabman, from King's 
Cross here ? " asked Julian. 

'* Twelve shillinks, and sixpence hextra 
for the pawsells," was the reply, with reference 
to their portmanteaus on the roof. 

Julian knew not what was the just fare, 
but impressed by the vastness of London, paid 
it at once, and cabby vanished into the mist 
without delay. 

The boarding-house to which they had 
come was one recommended to the brothers on 
the score of economy. It was an old, red brick 
mansion of the days of George II., with stone 
comers and heavy eaves ; but to their eyes 
the wooden stairs, the narrow lobbies, 
the low ceilings, and the windows flush 
outside with the thin walls, seemed strange 
and foreign and suggestive of meanness of 
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construction, decay, and peril in case of fire ; 
but here they were to abide till the wheel of 
fortune turned ; and in the place there was a 
strange quietude and stillness by night as it 
stood between the roar, bustle, and blaze of 
Fleet Street, and the silence of the mighty 
and majestic river. 

Their bedrooms were at the top of the edifice, 
and now they sat down to a moderate supper 
in the dining-room, where everything seemed 
old, faded, and worn to the last degree. On 
the narrow wooden mantelshelf was an old- 
fashioned clock, that seemed not to have gone 
for years ; on the side table a pile of tattered 
newspapers left by other or departed boarders ; 
and the yellow blinds, the worn-out furniture 
— in particular a vast sepulchral-looking horse- 
hair sofa, with black squabs — ^were all depress- 
ing to the sense and to the spirit j but Gerard 
strove to be jolly, while scanning by the 
dim gaslight the advertisements in a penny 
paper, some days old, which a small but 
enterprising Anglo-Saxon had sold to him 
as the sixth edition of that day's Times. 

Julian was very silent, and leaned his head 
moodily on his hand. 
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** Of what are yon thinking?" asked Gerard ; 
** that the streets of London don't seem paved 
with gold— eh ? " 

'* I can scarcely tell yon/' replied the other^ 
wearily; '' of Kate, perhaps." 

" Pho ! " said Gerard, returning to his 
advertisement sheet ; ** do yon think she will 
be thmking of you in her new stately home — 
glorious Deloraine ? " 

" I trust she may be happy there — ^bnt I 
doubt it." 

** So do I — chappy and contented, which 
she never could have been in dear old Fairy 
Knowe, even had it become entirely yours. 
So think of her and it no more. The past is 
dead and gone ; but the fature is before us 
and is all our own ! " 

** You were never in love, Gerard." 

" Save with my books." 

*' I wonder whether you will ever be ? " 

^* Perhaps," replied Gerard, laughing, and 
little foreseeing how strange hh love affair 
would be when it came to pass. 

** Poet though you are, I fear you have in 
you the making of an old bachelor." 

*^ All the better then, and if a rich one I 
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shall leave my portion to my nephews and 
nieces." 

The trath is that, under all the peculiar 
circumstances of his being jilted and * thrown 
over," Julian Melville was beginning to have 
a sort of benumbed feeling in the matter, and 
a saddened horror of Kate. He viewed her 
less as his own lost love than as one — ^how 
many others had there been ? — who held the 
place of his dead mother. 

'' Look here — listen," exclaimed Gerard, 
suddenly; ''how lucky it is that I got this 
paper, old though it be by a day or two. 
This advertisement says ^ How to make an 
income of J610 per week, pleasantly and 
easily realised, without the slightest outlay or 
risk. Particulars given on receipt of eighteen 
penny stamps.'" 

*' Ten pounds per week ! " pondered Julian. 

*' Think of that!" exclaimed Gerard, get- 
ing writing materials at once. 

** Five hundred and twenty pounds yearly, 
and all for eighteen stamps ! " 

Gerard wrote instantly in due form to the 
address given, as he did afterwards to others 
of a similar philanthropic nature ; but though 
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he waited impatiently for a reply, to his ex- 
treme surprise none ever came. 

His epistle consigned to the nearest post- 
pillar, Gerard, poetical and thoughtful, sat 
by the scanty, smouldering fire, beside which 
no poker was left to poke or rouse a blaze, 
and saw for himself and Julian a hundred 
futures in the changing embers. Then he 
smiled as he thought of a surprise he had in 
store for the latter. 

** Oh, Julian, " he exclaimed suddenly, as 
he proceeded to light a cigar, * * could we but 
know the secret of success ! '' 

*' Some men have it — the lucky ones." 

* * True ; but what says Dryden ? 



* The lucky have whole days, and these they choose ; 
The luckless have but hours, and those they lose.' 



» 



'* So we must study the hours^ Julian !" 
So the hopes of making J6520 per annum 
easily and pleasantly were canvassed again and 
again. 

Often in the days to come, and when they 
seemed far and hopelessly apart, did the 
memories of both go back sadly and affection- 
ately to the mutual hope that filled their 
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young and ardent hearts ; the many schemes 
evolved, the bright but vague visions of the 
future that inspired their fancy on that night, 
their first in the gloomy boarding-house 
within sound of the bells of St. Clement Danes 
— ^the first night they found themselves in 
London — ^in this vast ocean, this mighty 
human desert, where they felt that they were 
but stray atoms indeed ! 

So the lads said their prayers hopefully, 
as they had been ever wont to do at home, 
kindly pressed each other's hands, and went to 
sleep and to dream. 

Dream on, handsome, dark, and ardent 
Julian ! dream on, golden-haired and violet- 
eyed Gerard ! the cloud that obscures your 
future may seem dark and thick, but it may 
be lifted as a curtain by the kind hand of 
heaven, and let the sun of light and happiness 
come forth in his glory ! 



CHAPTER XXII. 

gerabd's secret. 

npHE next day proved bright and sunshiny, 
and London, with its marvels and its 
mightiness, looked very different to the eyes 
of the two wanderers from what it had done 
amid the fog, mist, and sloppiness of the 
past depressing night. 

Strange sounds, street cries that were 
puzzling, and the clang of strange church 
bells, all announced that they were in a new 
world, and when they set forth on their as 
yet aimless rambles in the crowded streets, 
the architectural splendour of the public 
buildings, and, even more than these, the 
endless lines of magnificent shops, where 
everything that fancy could suggest, the 
appetite require, or wealth and taste procure, 
was heaped up in profusion, filled them with 
wonder; and they felt how true were the 
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words of the writer who says of London 
that " in every other city there is an evident 
meagreness in the quantity and assortments ; 
but here there is the most remarkable abund- 
ance^ and that not in isolated spots, but 
along the sides of thoroughfares miles in 
length. In whatever way you turn, this 
extraordinary amount of mercantile wealth is 
strikingly observable ; if you even penetrate 
into an alley, or what you think an obscure 
court, then you see it in full force, and on a 
greater scale than in any provincial town 
whatsoever. It is equally obvious to the 
stranger that there is a dreadful struggle for 
business.'' 

To the brothers, as they looked around 
them, though their hearts had all the elas- 
ticity of youth, it was but too evident that 
there was also a ** dreadful struggle " for 
existence. 

To make money and become rich was, of 
course, the vague hope of both for the future ; 
and, ere their present store was exhausted, to 
put apart even a few shillings per week from 
a salary ; but how was that to be done when 
neither had a salary, nor the prospect of 
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getting one without a friend, a letter of 
introduction or of recommendation ? 

In truth, they were both at the age when 
a young man dreams not really of riches ; 
but they were practical enough to fear want 
as a too possible eventuaUty; yet were not 
without glowing visions to shed light over a 
path that might not be entirely strewed with 
roses : for amid all the wealth and luxury 
around them they saw squalor and penury 
that were enough to chill and sicken the soul 
of the thoughtful. 

And now Gerard, with something of a 
blush in his soft, fair face, announced to 
Julian, as they rambled half in sunshine and 
half in shade round the cloisters of West- 
minster, the surprise he had in store for 
him — that he had written a novel ! 

** A novel ! " exclaimed Julian, incredu- 
lously ; ** when — when — about what ?" 

** Oh ! love and adventure of tJourse. I 
shall be sure to get a lot of money for it ! " 
was the confident reply. 

**Ifnot?" 

^^ I can but fail, and we shall be no worse 
off than before." 
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" Of course not," said Julian, recovering 
from the flutter of surprise this unexpected 
announcement of his brother had caused. 
*' A novel, Gerard, and what is the title ?'' 

'* * The Ehinns of Galloway : A Love 
Story ; ' but I might perhaps call it ^ My 
Book of Fate/" 

'' Why ? " 

*' Because my future, maybe, depends much 
upon its success or failure." 

'' Oh, don't talk of failure." 

^^Why?" 

** Because it is sure to succeed ! " ex- 
claimed Julian, who had a loving apprecia- 
tion of his brother's talents. *'But when did 
you write it ? " 

^' In quiet hours at home, when you were 
away with your rod and gun, or — or " 

'' Kate," added Julian, as a shadow fell 
on his face. 

" Yes." 

** But how came you to think of such a 
thing ? " 

** I can't tell how or why," said Gerard, 
with a pleasant smile. ^^ The idea possessed 
me; I gave way to it, conceived my plot, 
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loved to develop it ; conceived my characters, 
and loved to make the puppets talk; and 
sooth to say, I was sorry when the third 
volume was finished/' 

** It is, then, in three volumes ? " 

** And may perhaps — who knows — be a 
little mine of wealth to us," responded 
Gerard, in the growing flush of hope, con- 
fidence, and the honest pride of authorship. 

Julian could scarcely think enough of this 
revelation, and was all impatience in his 
genuine love for, and admiration of, his 
brother, to see the matter put to the test, 
and find his talents — for a moment he never 
doubted their brilliance — ^were appreciated 
by the public. 

This novel might be the turning-point 
and the comer-stone of fortune for the brother 
he loved so dearly, and the beginning of — 
who could say nay — a colossal fame, that 
should in glory outshine the mere hereditary 
and chance-given honours which they had 
lost ; so Julian at once plunged into >a series 
of golden day-dreams, to which those of 
Alnaschar, with his fated basket of glass, 
were as gloom and obscurity. 
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The aspect of the MS. rather appalled 
him; he could never read even Gerard's 
production in that form, he thought ; but the 
latter read to him some of his choice passages 
far into the hours of the night, timidly, hesi- 
tatingly, and even blushingly at first, till he 
gathered confidence from applause that sprang 
from more than brotherly admiration and the 
desire to encourage. So it was carried nem. con. 
that in the matter of publication the field 
should be taken on the morrow. 

The morrow came, but small progress was 
made then, and for many days after, along the 
road to fame. Gerard, in his ignorance of 
** the Trade," going occasionally to the wrong 
kind of houses for the production of such a 
work as his novel. Others answered him 
curtly — ^terribly so — that their hands were 
full, their engagements made, that novels 
were a drug in the market, and so forth ; and 
many, seeing the humble address from which 
his letters were dated, cared not to reply at 
all ; so gradually he began to lose heart, and 
to think of some other trade than that of 
literature, till suddenly one bibliopole desired 
him to send his MS. for inspection. 

VOL. I. u 
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But to Gerard the labour of so many 
months, the pet work of his brain, and all 
the more valuable npw^that this letter gave 
him new hope, seemed far too precious to be 
" sent ; " so he resolved to deliver it in person. 
He did so with a beating heart, and rejoining 
Julian, they walked in the parks and streets 
together for hours, talking of the novel — 
only of the novel, and full of mutual antici- 
pations and hope on the subject; for if 
Gerard won reputation and honour, there was, 
in all the world, none to feel the reflection of 
either but Julian, for in heart and soul the 
brothers ever were as one. 

In his ardour, impatience, and, of course, 
ignorance of these matters, Gerard expected 
a letter by the next day's post; but again 
days passed on and became weeks, and no 
tidings, either for good or evil, came from 
the publisher ; and again Gerard became less 
and less sanguine. 

Had they lost his precious manuscript, or 
had it been stolen or destroyed ? Did they 
deem it not worth reading, or not worth 
writing about ? Julian suggested that they 
might be modestly afraid to make him any 
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offer for it, lest it might be far below its 
value, offend the author, and cause him to 
take ** The Ehinns of Galloway" to some 
more lucrative but not less appreciative 
house. 

Gerard scarcely flattered himself that this 
was the case, and, with a sigh, he once more 
joined JuUan in the hopeless study of the 
advertisement sheets, and waiting for all 
manner of posts fruitlessly, till one morning 
a letter came, which, though culii as usual, 
made his heart, which had gradually been 
sinking into doubt and disappointment, leap 
within him. 

It ran thus : — 

** My dear Sir, — ^Your novel has met with 
the approval of our * Header,' who ventures 
to hope it may be a siicceBs, so we mean to 
rush it out at once. If you will do me the 
favour, call here by noon to-inorrow. 

** I am, my dear Sir, yours faithfully." 

Twenty times did the brothers conjointly 
and severally study every word of this little 
epistle, viewing it in every imaginable light. 
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<< * Rush' it out, what does that mean ? " 
asked Julian. 

" To publish it at once," replied Gerard, 
his cheeks aflame with genuine pleasure and 
ambition. 

** Of course it does, dear Gerard ; but why 
in such baste, if this fellow he calls a 
^Reader' can only ^venture to hope that it may 
prove a success ? ' " 

** Oh, I suppose it is only a way they 
have of writing, to prevent people expecting 
too much." 

*' Or to damp them, perhaps — and about 
the ' terms ' ? " 

Gerard was sadly in the dark as to the 
value of his lucubrations ; but Julian, viewing 
all connected therewith through the medium 
of his great love for his brother, was full of 
high hope, and, in his utter ignorance of such 
matters, had a vague idea of great sums, or a 
sum certainly far beyond what Milton got for 
" Paradise Lost " ! 

In this matter his anticipations were not 
shared, nor were they encouraged, by a certain 
jaunty individual who shared their abode, a 
Mr. Algernon Spangles, of one of the Strand 
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theatres^ whom the brothers, in their exnlta- 
tion, could not help taking into their confi- 
dence. This gentleman looked younger than 
hi, ye.., be4 closely shaveB^hel poor, 
as he often did the brothers the honour of 
borrowing a crown or so from them, which he 
had a diflficulty in returning ; he was always 
in debt, often in liquor ; yet, like most of his 
profession, he was a boon companion, fiiU of 
anecdotes, and could spend his money freely 
when he had it ; and he brightened many an 
hour that to the brothers had otherwise been 
dull enough ; though they were often inysti- 
fied by his phraseology, as much that he said 
was interspersed by reference to calls and 
casts, floats, slotes and flies, wings and gag, 
and so forth ; but he was always welcome to 
them, though he came in ^^ at the witching 
hour of night, when churchyards yawn," and 
weary people too. 

He advised Gerard not to be too sanguine 
in his hopes; but the young author was 
neither to be damped nor repressed now, and 
believed that the actor could know nothing 
about it ; so next forenoon, high in hope, and 
seeming to tread in air, Gerard set out on his 
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travels westward, resolving that the moment 
the last sheets of his novel were corrected, he 
would set out on his mission to Wiesbaden, 
for now his mind had become fall of that idea 
again, 

** Good luck, dear old boy I *' cried Julian, 
wringing Wp hand as he departed, whUe Mr. 
Spangles, also wishing him well, scraped a 
vesta on the ^oor-post, lit a cigar of Gerard's, 
and smoked it with a comical and dubious ex- 
pression in his washed-out face, as the author 
vanished into the sun-lighted Strand, and, 
after a time, reached the publisher's door 
punctually as the church clocks began to 
strike the hour of twelve, but with the usual 
wonderful variety pf opinion. 

With a beating heart he entered the temple 
of literary Fate, which was situated in a quiet 
and unpretending street, apayt from the hub- 
bub and bustle of the greater thoroughfares, 
and, as before, was surprised at the smallness 
and stillness of what he knew to be a fashion- 
able and great publishing establishment. 
Where were all the books in gay bindings ? 
Gerard expected to find himself in vast halls 
or warehouses piled to the ceilings with 
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volumes of every sort and size, with the din 
of steam presses whistling about him, and 
sheets flying therefrom like snow. 

Nothing of all this was to be seen. There 
were but an outer and inner office ; both very 
ill-lighted, or overshadowed by adjacent piles 
of buildings. In the former sat two or three 
young gentlemen intent on ledgers, and not 
at all excited when he gave his name (doubt- 
less they knew nothing of his MS. !), and to 
one of these he gave his card, after which he 
was ushered into the presence of the biblio- 
pole, who was usually as difficult of access as 
the Grand Lama of Thibet. 

He was seated in a room somewhat dingy 
in aspect, with faded furniture, and which 
seemed merely like the office of some mer- 
chant in a small way of business, yet thou- 
sands upon thousands were turned over there 
yearly. 

Gerard took in the whole place at a glance : 
the single window, with a fly- wire blind, half 
hiding a stable-court beyond ; the busts of 
Dickens and Thackeray, &c., on the mantel- 
piece, and the writing-table littered with 
books, at which, in a leather easy^chair, sat 
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a little, gentlemanly, and gentle-looking old 
man, with silvery hair, a bright smile, and 
most courteous manner. 

** Mr. — Mr. — oh, Gerard " (looking at the 
card), " be seated ; glad to see you, my dear 
sir ; hope you are well — ^been long in Lon- 
don," and so forth, with many more common- 
places all to the same purpose, but said in a 
kind manner, calculated to put Gerard at his 
ease, soothe his present rather pamful timidity, 
and establish confidence between them; so 
that in a few niinutes the young man found 
himself quite at home. 

" And now, my dear sir, about this novel 
of yours," he resumed, causing Gerard's pulses 
to quicken once more ; * * time presses, and we 
may as well arrange about it at once." 

''I am so glad, sir, that it has met with 
your approbation-" 

"Say of my 'Header' — rather a sharp 
fellow, I can assure you. Money down of 
course cannot be thought of in your case — a 
beginner, my dear sir ; a young writer, un- 
accustomed to composition, and crude in ideas, 
and the* risks we run in these bad times are 
astounding ; but here is a memorandum which 
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I have drawn up, and which, when we come 
to the close of this, our first, but I hope not 
last, transaction, you will find perfectly to 
your satisfaction, as, I doubt not, it will prove 
to mine, my dear sir, to mine." 

The bibliopole placed his gold spectacles 
on his nose and drew a sheet of written 
foolscap towards him, while Gerard's fair face 
became a little clouded by the preamble. 

" Herein I agree and promise to pay you, 
Mr. Gerard Melville, the sum of two hundred 
pounds sterling, on the sale of seven hundred 
and fifty copies of your work, at the end of 
six months from the date of publication, on 
the proviso that you first pay ine down fifty 
towards the expenses of publication, because 
of the latter you can, of course, form no just 
estimate ; and of this memorandum you shall 
receive a signed duplicate." 

He spoke in a tone that he hoped carried 
conviction with it as to the glreat risk he ran, 
and the greater liberality with which he was 
treating the young author, whose heart, but 
neither his hope nor ambition, fell very low 
at a proposition so unexpected, so altogether 
unthought of, so altogether unlike all the 
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visions in which he and Jnlian had been in- 
dulging, and yet which is a species of trans- 
action done hourly and more than hourly 
every day in the publishing world. 

He thought with a pang of the gap fifty 
pounds would make in his limited exchequer, 
and after a pause, finding that the publisher, 
awed by his own risk, was immovable, and 
trusting that his interests would not be neg- 
lected — the old gentleman seemed so sweet in 
manner, so kind and fatherly — also fired by the 
longmg to see the child of his bram in print 
and in a tangible form, and having, moreover, 
something of the " never venture, never win " 
element in his disposition, he fixed his name 
to the document, as also did the pleasant old 
bibliopole, a clerk from the next room being 
witness to both signatures, and the deed was 
done. 

A warm shake of the hand — a promise of 
^* proofs " being sent to him without delay, 
and Gerard Melville found himself marching 
once more along the Strand, a confirmed 
author, though embryo. What would Julian 
think of it all ? 



CHAPTEE XXIII. 

THE BBOTHERS PABT. 

** TTOW pleasantly mannered all these people 
are," thought Gerard, as he walked 
airily homewards. The white-haired publisher 
seemed so fatherly, kind, and earnest that 
Gerard fondly thought he could perceive some- 
thing of a resemblance to his venerated old 
grandfather, the Captain of Fairy Knowe. 

Of the plot or component parts of Gerard's 
novel we shall say nothing. It was *' rushed 
out " in due time and proved a decided suc- 
cess, especially for a beginner in literature. 
Julian was full of delight and enthusiasm ; 
but he did not quite approve of the personal 
description of the heroine, Salome, who was 
described as a dark beauty of a noble, but 
almost Jewish type; while Julian rather 
aflTected women with auburn or red-golden 
hair. 

Gerard received his six presentation copies 
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for "fritods/* How nice and new and fresh 
they looked in their bright red covers, white 
paper, clear type, redolent of the press and 
printers' mk. 

For ** friends ! " — there was a kind of grim 
joke in the sound. One to Julian, another to 
the unappreciative yet pleased landlady ; 
others to Mr. Algernon Spangles and a profes- 
sional lady friend of his, and the circle of 
recipients closed. They could but hope — 
those two lonely brothers — that in time to 
come their circle would be more extended. 

While they were in the flush of the new 
book, and highly gratified by the whole event, 
they experienced a." damper" on one occa- 
sion — Julian especially. 

'* I have always a full house when I amuse 
the British public," said Mr. Spangles. 
*' Glad to hear it,'* said Julian. 
"Wait a Uttle — full when I can issue 
plenty of paper. I should call myself 
Spangolini." 
" Why ? " 

*' The sight- seeing Briton always prefers a 
foreigner. Anyway, I come out in a nev^ 
piece to-night, and here are two stall orders." 
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Of Mr. Spangles' performance that night 
Julian would have been puzzled to give any 
account, for he and Gerard had barely taken 
their seats in the back row of the dress 
stalls, when Lord Deloraine and his Countess, 
with a brilliant party, entered one of the boxes ; 
and Julian felt himself grow pale, Deloraine, 
dark, hlau^ yet handsome in aspect and dis- 
tinguished in bearing, lounged in the back of 
the box with Colonel Kingsmuir ; the Countess, 
with her two sisters and Amy Kerr, all radiant 
with youth, beauty, and jewels, sat of course 
in front, and after depositing their bouquets 
on the velvet-covered coping, proceeded to 
sweep the house with their glasses from time 
to time, for the act-drop was yet down, and 
Julian felt his blood grow cold, for he had no 
desire to find himself again under the eyes of 
his once loved Kate. 

Brilliantly fair by nature, her beauty seemed 
to have been improved by marriage ; she was 
also more aplomb in bearing, and possessed a 
greater ease and elegance of manner now 
than she was wont to have when she and 
Julian rambled and rode, fished and sketched 
together, in Ettrick. 



M 
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He felt excited^ and became so restless that 
those that sat by him began to observe his 
manner, and Gerard, while watching him 
with anxiety, said, 

'* Let us slip away." 

" That would attract attention, and I would 
rather be unobserved by her." 

"I do wish we had not come to-night," 
said Gerard. 

" The theatre is as free to us as to them," 
responded his brother, sullenly, as he crossed 
over the stalls to look at Kate, who now lay 
back in her seat half out of sight. 

'* Silence ! " said one person angrily, and 
Julian's dark eyes glared at him. 

'* Sit down ! " said another. 

** Do be quiet, Julian ! '* urged Gerard. 

'* Sit down ! — ^tum him out ! *' 

''Order!" said someone else; and Julian 
resumed his seat, but glancing at the British 
public very defiantly, for in his then mood of 
mind, though most anxious not to attract the 
least attention, he felt very much inclined to 
punch someone's head. 

All the past bitterness, which Julian had 
thought was buried if not forgotten; all the dark 
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details of their mother's story and their own, 
came crowding back to memory as he gazed 
on the faces of Kate and Deloraine — his own 
father ! — and he sat there as one in a dream, 
watching the party in the box as if the group 
had been a phantasmagoria and not a reality — 
Eate remarking merely on the features of the 
piece, smilingly looking back and assenting to 
her husband, her pearl-like teeth and dark- 
blue eyes sparkUng in the light, and her 
sheeny, glorious dark golden hair interwoven 
with strings of pearl. She seemed rippling 
over with smiles and brimful of happiness — 
burying her pretty nose sometimes amid the 
flowers of her magnificent bouquet, adjusting 
a bracelet, or making Deloraine do so, and so 
forth. 

How solidly did the place of the latter 
seem settled in the face of the world and of 
society, as compared with that of his two out- 
cast sons ! 

At last the first piece was over, and, to the 
intense relief of Gerard, her party rose to 
retire ; and mechanically Julian left the pit- 
stalls and hurried to the vestibule, without 
other object apparently than to see the de- 
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parture of those he now actually hated, rather 
than regarded with tenderness or interest; 
and Gerard hurried after him, overtaking him 
with difficulty among the white-kidded and 
opera-cloaked crowd that mingled under the 
portico with valets and policemen. 

** What is the use of being here ? " asked 
Gerardy impatiently. 

" I scarcely know/' replied Julian, in an 
absent manner. 

** Let us go, then. You are very foolish." 

'* Wait a little, Gerard ; here is the car- 
riage." 

** Lord Deloraine's carriage ! " cried half 
a dozen voices in succession, as the stately 
vehicle, with its beautiful horses, plated 
harness and hammercloth, drew up to the 
steps; and shrinking behind a pillar, Julian 
saw Eate and her sisters, and pretty Amy 
Kerr, handed in, while the Colonel's 
brougham came up for him and his noble 
son-in-law. 

Gerard passed his arm through that of his 
brother, for the strange, wistful expression 
of the latter's face touched him, as the car- 
riages rolled away. 
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" How bright and beautiful she looked," 
said Julian, like one in a dream. ** No marvel 
it is that I loved her once, and loved her 
well." 

^'I am glad to hear you talk of her thus 
in the past tense. As the wife of that man, 
she is as much lost to you as if — as if " 

** She lay in the vault where all the dead 
Deloraines lie ; though we may never find a 
place there," added Julian, who was in one 
of his bitterest moods to-night. 

After this little episode their days were 
passed again in their usual monotony, in 
studying the advertisement sheets, writing 
many replies to the notices therein, and ex- 
pending in vain a vast amount of stationery 
and postage stamps. Little could they guess 
that probably to each of those advertisements 
there might be a thousand hungry applicants. 
They mutually studied the strictest economy, 
dining at cheap houses in the Strand in com- 
pany with the British public, paying so much 
a plate for dinner. Well, there was some- 
thmg new in it if there was nothing more ; 
but Julian sometimes repined at the system, 
and wondered in his secret heart if a day 
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would ever come when, as ^* The Lord 
Hermitage," he would even look back with a 
smile to this half-sordid life. 

But now Gerard, resolving to leave Julian 
to push his fortune in the great metropolis 
alone, resumed his favourite but most vague 
plan of visiting Wiesbaden. It was twenty- 
years ago and more, now, since their mother 
had been there — a visitor, a mere ^* bird of 
passage." The period was a long one to 
look back to for traces ; yet go he would, 
and see the hotel in which she had lived as 
** Lady Hermitage." 

Save that point, other clue he had none for 
his guidance in the vague task to which he 
had set himself. Slow, wearisome, and hope- 
less it seemed ; yet Gerard, prepared for dis- 
appointment and failure, impelled he knew not 
precisely by what secret emotion, made all 
the arrangements for his departure. 

Out of his httle stock Julian gave him 
fifty pounds to replace the sum advanced for 
the ** Khinns of Galloway," for Gerard was 
going to a foreign country, where unforeseen 
contingencies might occur ; and he gave 
Julian a letter to his friend, the pleasant old 
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publisher, empowering him to receive the. two 
hmidred pounds on the sale of the novel. But 
their hearts grew very sad when the day of 
separation drew nigh, for they felt that they 
were so utterly alone in the world. 

*^ My dear old fellow," said Julian, with 
his hand resting caressingly on Gerard's 
golden hair, ** I can't help thinking that this 
Wiesbaden pilgrimage is a strange freak." 

** I have a singular longing to look on the 
scenes her eyes rested on, and to be where 
she has been. Perhaps I may pick up some 
tidings — I know not what." 

*^ If we can collect no proofs at home, are 
you likely to do so abroad ? " 

** I know not," replied Gerard, dreamily. 
*' I have a strong feeling about it ; and fail- 
ing the discovery of proofs, may pick up 
enough to write a book about." 

*' Be careful, Gerard ! You and I have 
been the only tie to each other since the poor 
old Captain died, he who was, as it were, 
both father and mother to us." 

** A bright future is in store for us." 

'' You think so ? " 

''Yes," said Gerard, confidently. 
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"J am beginning to lose hope," sighed 
Julian. 

** My dear brother, do not say so." 

And so the brothers parted amid the 
bustle and roar of King's Cross, where 
Gerard was to take the tidal train for Harwich 
and Botterdam ; and as Julian walked home- 
ward through the Strand alone, he felt as if 
half his life had left him. 

Still more did he feel this as the dull days 
of the London spring stole on, and, homesick, 
he sighed for the glories of the sunrises and 
sunsets at home, with their luminous glow ; 
for the shadowy sylvan scenes of Ettrick, and 
the deep, rich, solemn gloamings amid the 
vast mountains of the Southern Highlands. 

Meanwhile, Gerard, full of all the glowing 
hopes that youth and novelty inspired, could 
little foresee that, in the land to which he 
was going, there would befall him adventures 
strange indeed, and such as, perhaps, never 
before fell to the lot of any man out of a 
romance ; but of these anon. 

END OF VOL. I. 
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thai of any similar book. Colonel Dodge has chosen a subject of which he is 
master, and treated it with a fulness that leaves nothing more to he desired, and 
in a style which is charming equally for its piciuresqueness and its puri^** 

— NONCOMPORMIST. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 6s, 

Emanuel On Diamonds and Precious 

stones : their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S. 
With numerous Illustrationsi Tinted and Plain. 
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Crown Syo, doth extra, with Illtistrations, 7x. (id. 

The Englishman's House : 

A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a 
House, with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. J. 
RiCHASDSON. Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations. 

%* Tkit b0ck is intended to tu^ly a long-felt tuantf vis., aj^lain, non'technical 
mceotmi ef everv style of house^ with the cost and manner 0/ building ; it gives 
every variety, from a worhman*s cottage to a nobleman's ;^alace» 

Crown 8vo, doth boards, 6s. per Volume ; a few Large Paper 
copies (only 50 printed), at 12s. per VoL 

Early English Poets. 

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Rev. A B. Grosart. 

**Mr, Grosart has Silent the most laborious and the most enthusiastic care on 
the perfect restoration and Preservation of the text; and it is very unlikely thai 
4my other edition of the poet can ever be called for, . . From Mr, Grosart we 
always expect and always receive the final restUts if most patient and competent 
jcholarshtp,**^^XAumEK. 



I. Fletcher's ( Giles, B.D.) 

Complete Poems: Christ's Victorie 
in Heaven, Christ's Victorie on 
Earth, Christ's Triumph over 
Death, and Minor Poems. 
With Memorial-Introduction and 
Notes. One Vol. 

•2; Davies' (Sir John) 

Complete Poetical Works, in- 
duding Psalms I. to L. in Verse, 
and other hitherto Unpublished 
MSS.. for tte first time Col- 
lected and Edited. With Me- 
morial-Introduction and Notes. 
Two Vols. 

3. Herrick 's ( Robert) Hes- 

peridest Neble Numbers, and 
%• Other volumes are 



Complete Collected Poems. With 
Memorial-Introduction and Notes, 
Sted Portrait, Index of First 
Lines, and Glossslrial Index, &c. 
Three Vols. 

4. Sidney's (Sir Philip) 

Complete Poetical Works, in- 
cluding all those in "Arcadia." 
With Portrait, Memorial-Intro- 
duction, Essay on the Poetry of 
Sidney, and Notes. Three Vols. 

5. Donne's (Dr. John) 

Comflete Poetical Works, in- 
cluding the Satires and various 
from MSS. With Memorial-In- 
troduction and Notes. 

[In the press, 

in active Preparation. 



Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 6s. 

FairhoWs Tobacco: 

Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and 
its Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. 
By F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. A New Edition, with Coloured 
Frontispiece and upwards of 100 Illustrations by the Author. 
" A very pleasant and instructive history of tobacco and its associations, which 
we cordially recommend alike to the votaries and to the enemies of the much- 
maligned but certainly not neglected weed. . . . Full of interest and in- 
formation.**^J)AiJ.Y News. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 4^. td. 

Faraday 's Chemical History of a Candle. 

Lectures delivered to a Juvenile Audience. A New Edition. 
Edited by W. Crookes, F.C.S. With numerous Illustrationg. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 4r. dd. 

Faraday's Various Forces of Nature. 

A New Edition. Edited by W. Crookes, F.CS. With numerous 
Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 71. dd. 

Finger- Ring Lore: 

Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. — Earliest Notices; Supersti- 
tions ; Ring Investiture, Secular and Ecclesiastical ; Betrothal and 
Wedding Rings; Ring-tokens; Memorial and Mortuary Rings ; 
Posy-Rings ; Customs and Incidents in Connection with Rings ; 
Remarkable Rings, &c By William Jones, F.S.A. With Hun- 
dreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries. 

** Enters fully into tJu whoU subject, and gives an amount of tn/ormatum 
eind general reading in reference thereto which is of very high interest. The 
hook ts not only a sort of history qf finger^rings, but is a collection of anecdotes 
in connection with them. . . . The volume is admirably illustrated^ and 
altogether affords an amount of amusement and information which is not others 
wise easily accessible." — Scotsman. 

" One of those gossiping books which art as full of amusement as qf instruc' 
Hon."— Atheujevm. 

The Ruskin Grimm. — Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 6d.; 

gilt edges, 'js, 6d. 

German Popular Stories. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edgar 
Taylor. Edited, with an Introduction, by John Ruskin. 
With 22 Illustrations after the inimitable designs of Gsorgb 
Cruikshank. Both Series Complete. 

** The illustrations of this volume .... are of quite sterling and admirahU 
art t of a class Precisely Parallel in elevation to the character of the tales which 
they illustrate; and the original etchm^St as I have before said tn the Appendix to 
my ' Elements of Drawings* were unrivalled in mastetfulness ^ touch stnce Rem^ 
brandt {in some qualities of delineationt unrivalled even by him}. . . . To make 
somewhat enlarged copies of them, looking at them through a magnifying glass, 
and never putting two lines where Cruikshank has put only one, would be an exet* 
cise in decision tmd severe drawing which would leave afterwards little to be learnt 
in schools.**^Extract from Introduction by John Ruskin. 

One VoL crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9^. 

Gilbert *s (IV. S.J Original Plays : 

"A Wicked World," "Charity," "The Palace of Truth," 
" PygmaUon," " Trial by Jury," &c. 

*' His workmanship is in its way perfect ; it is very sound, very even, very 
well sustained, and excellently bauineed throughout "--OBsaxvBXi. 
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One Shilling Monthly, Illiistiated by Arthur Hopkins. 

The Gentleman's Magazine. 

Edited by Sylvanus Urban, Gentleman. 

In UMkinr to rtstarw ike ^^GENTLEMAN'S MAGAZINE " to the ^ositUm. 
it fermerfy held^ the Publishers do not lose sight qf the changed conditions 
under which it now appears. While maintaining an historical continuity whicJk 
dates bach to the reign of George the Second, there will be no attempt to burden 
the present with the weight of a distant past, or to adhere slavishly to traditions 
the eipplication of which is unsuited to the altered conditions of society at the 
Pment time. It is sought to render ihe Magasine to the gentleman ^ to-day 
what in earlier times it proved to the gentleman of a Past generation. New 
features will be introduced to take the place of those which disappear; in the 
most important respects, however^ the connecting links betiveen uie present and 
the Past will be closest. Biography and History, which have always formed a 
conspicuous portion of the contents, will retain the prominence assigned them, 
emawill be treated with the added breadth that sprtngsfrom increased famiU' 
etrity with authorities and more extict appreciation of the province of the 
Biographer and the Historian, Science, which confers upon the age special 
emtnenee, will have its latest conclusions and forecasts presented in a matmer 
which shall bring them within the grasp of the general reader. The philO" 
tephical aspect ^Politics, the matters which affect Imperial interests, will be 
^Paratedfrom the rivalries qf party, emdwiU receive a due share of attention^ 
Areheeology (under which comprehensive head may be included Genealogy, To' 
Pography.and other similar matters). Natural History, Sfort and Adventure^ 
Poetiy, Belles Lettres, Art in all its manifestations, will constitute a^ortiom 
^ the contents; and Essays upon social subjects will, as heretofore, Se inter- 
spersed Under the head of Table Talk matters of current interest will be 
discussed, tmd facts of historic value will be preserved A Work qf Fiction by 
some novelist of highest position will run through the pages of the MagoMine^ 
and will be illustrated by artists of known excellence, With a full sense of 
what is involved in their promise, and with a firm resolution to abide by thetr 
pledges, the Publishers undertake to spare no exertion that is necessary to secure 
the highest ckus of contributions, to place the Magazine in the first rank oj- 
serials, and to fit tt to take its place on tke table and on the shelves of all classes 
«^ cultivated Englishmen. 

\* Now ready, the Volume /or J utY to December, 1877, cloth extra, 
price &f. td. ; and Cases for binding, price 2s. each, 

Demy 4to, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 3IJ. 6^/. 

Gillray the Caricaturist : 

The Story of his Life and Times, with Anecdotal Descriptions of 
his Engravings. Edited by Thomas Wright, Esq., M. A., F. S. A. 
With 83 full-page Plates, and numerous Wood Engravings. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with a Map, ^x. 6^/. 

Gold; 

or, Legal Regulations for the Standard of Gold and Silver 
Ware in the dSferent Countries of the World. Translated from 
the German of Studnitz by Mrs. Brewer, and Edited, with 
additions, by Edwin W. Streetbr. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, 7^. 6tf. 

The Golden Treasury of Thought : 

An ENCYCLOPiEDiA OF QUOTATIONS from Writers of all Times 
and Countries. Selected and Edited by Theodore Taylor. 
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Square i6mo (Taachnitz size), cloth extra, zr. per volume 

The Golden Library: 



Bayard Taylor's Diver^ 

sums of the Echo Cluh 

The Book of Clerical Anec^ 

dotes. 

Byron's Don Juan. 
Carlyle (Thomas) on the 

Choice of Boohs. With a Me- 
moir, xs. 6d, 

Emersofi's Letters and 

Social Aims. 

Godwin* s( William)Lives 

of the Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the 

Breakfast Table. With an In- 
troductioii by G. A. SAIA. 

Holmes's Professor at the 

Breakfast Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddi- 
ties. Complete. With all the 
original Illustrations. 

Irving' s ( Washington) 

Tales of a Traveller. 

Irving' s ( Washington) 

Tales of the Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes 

and Occupations of Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Elia. 

Both Series Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A 

Tale for a Chimney Corner, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait, and 
Introduction by Edmund Ollier 



Mallory's (Sir Thomas) 

Mortd' Arthur: The Stories of 
King Arthur and of the Knisfats 
of the Round Table. Edited by 

B. MONTGOMERIB RANKING. 

Pascal's Provincial Let- 

ters. A New Translation, with 
Historical Introduction and 
Notes, by T. M'Crib, D.D., 
LL.D. 

Pope's Complete Poetical 

Works. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims 

and Moral RefUctions. With 
Notes, and an Introductory 
Essay by Sainte-Beuys. 

St. Pierre's Paul and 

Virginia ^ and the Indian Cot- 
tage. Edited, with life, by the 
Rev. E. Clarke. 

Shelley's Early Poems 

and Queen Mab, with Essay by 
Leigh Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poems: 

Laon and Cythna, &c. 

Shelley's Posthumous 

Poemst the Shelley Papers, &c. 

Shelley's Prose Works, 

including A Refutation of Deism, 
Zastrozzi, St Irvyne, &c 

White's Natural History 

ofSelbome. Edited, with addi- 
tions, by Thomas Brown, 
F.L.S. 

' A series of excellently Printed and carefully annotated volumes, handy in tiMe, 
and altogether attractive. — Booksbllbr. 

Small 8vo, cloth gilt, 6s, 

Gosse's King Erik : 

A Tragedy. By Edmund W. Gossb. Vignette by W. B. ScoTT. 
*' We have seldom seen to marked an advance in a second book beyond a Jirst, 
Its merits are solid and of a very high order.**'-'AcjiDEMV, 
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Small 8vo, cloth gilt, 5;. 

Gosse's On Viol and Flute. 

Second Edition. With a Vignette by W. B. Scott. 

Half-bound, paper boards, 2ij.; or el^antly half-bound crimson 

morocco, gilt, 251. 

The Graphic Portfolio. 

Fifty Engravings from ** The Graphic," most carefully printed on 
the finest plate paper (18 in. by 15 in. ) from the Original Engravings. 
The Drawings are by S. L. Fildes, Helen Paterson, Hubert 
Herkombr, Sydney Hall, E. J. Gregory, G. D. Leslie, 
W. Small, G. Du Maurier, Sir John Gilbert, G. J. Pin- 
well, Charles Green, G. Durand, M. E. Edwards, A. B. 
Houghton, H. S. Marks, F. W. Lawson, H. Wsigall, 
and others. 

** Contains some of ike choicest s^cimens, both 0/ drawing and wood-engravmg. 
Admirable in detatlsand ex^esston, and engraved with rare tlelicacy.*' — Daily 
Nkws. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 'js, 6d. 

Greenwood's Low-Life Deeps: 

An Account of the Strange Fish to be found there ; including 
"The Man and Dog Fight," with much additional and con- 
firmatory evidence; "With a Tally-Man," "A FaUen Star," 
"The Betting Barber," "A Coal Marriage," &c. By James 
Greenwood. With Illustrations in tint by Alfred Concanen. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7^. 6d. 

Greenwood's Wilds of London: 

Descriptive Sketches, from Personal Observations and Experience, 
of Remarkable Scenes, People, and Places in London. By James 
Greenwood. With 12 Tinted Illustrations by Alfred Concanen. 

•• Mr. yames Greenwood Resents himself once more in the character of ' one 
whose delight it is to do his humble endeavour towards exposing and extirpating 
social abuses and those hoU-andrcomer evils which afflict society* " — Satukdav 
Rbvibw. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, ^r. 6d. 

Guyot 's Earth and Man ; 

or. Physical Geography in its Relation to the History of Mankind. 
With Additions by Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray. 12 
Maps and Engravixigs on Steel, some Coloured, and a copious Index. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6j. 

Hake *s New Symbols : 

Poems. By Thomas Gordon Hake. 

'* The eniirt book breathes a^^re and ennobling influence^ showe welcome 
originality of idea and illustration, and yielels the highest Proof of imaginettioe 
faculty and mature power of expression,** — AxHSNiBUM. 

Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 71. 6^. 

Hall's (Mrs. S. C.) Sketches of Irish 

Character, With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by 
Daniel Maclise, Sir John Gilbert, W. Harvey, and G. 
Cruikshank. 

'< The Irish Sketches of this lady resemble Miss Mi(ford*s beautiful English 
Sketches in 'OurViUage, but they are far more vigorous and picturesque and 
^r^A/."— Blackwood's Magazine. 

Three Vols, royal 4to, cloth boards, £^ 6j. 

Historical Portraits ; 

Upwards of 430 Engravings of Rare Prints. Comprising the 
Collections of Rodd, Richardson, Caulfield, &c. with 
Descriptive Text to every Plate, giving a brief outline of the most 
important Historical and Biographical Facts and Dates connected 
with each Portrait, and references to original Authorities. 

1 

Small 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2x. 6^. 

The House of Life ; 

Human Physiology, with its Applications to the Preservation of 
HeaJth. For use in Classes, and Popular Reading. With 
numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. F. Fenwick Miller. 

Two Vols, royal 8vo, with Coloured Frontispieces, cloth extra, £2 5x* 

Hope's Costume of the Ancients. 

Illustrated in upwards of 320 Outline Engravings, contaimng Re- 
presentations of Egyptian, Greek, and Roman Habits and 
Dresses. 



«• 



The substance of many expensive works ^ containing all that may be neceuar^ 
to give to artists, and even to dramatic performers and to others engaged tn 
classical reffreseniations, an idea of ancient costumes sufficiently ample hpnvent 
their offending in their performances by gross and obvious blunders. 
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Crown 8vo^ doth ext^^ gilt, 7j. 6^. 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. Including the Cream of the Comic 

Annuals. With Life of the Author, Portrait, and over Two 

Htmdred original Illnstrations. 

** JVr«r only dctt the voiumi inchtdg the better-htunm poems fy the author, hti 
mbo what is hapHly described eu * the Cream of the Comic AnnuaU* Such deluiotts 
thmgs as * Dorit you smell Fire t * ' The Parish Revolution,* and * Huggins and 
Jhtggins, will never tuaftt readers.**— Graphic 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Photographic Portrait, 6s. 

Hood's (Tom) Poems ^ Humorous and 

Pathetic, Edited, with a Memoir, by his Sister, Frances Free- 
UNG Broderip. 

*' There are many foems in the volume which the very best judge might well 
misiahe/or his father's «wrA."— Standard. 

Square crown 8vo, in a hand<;ome and specially-designed binding, 

gilt edges, ts. 

Hood's (Tom) From Nowhere to the 

North Pole: A Noah's Arkseological Narrative. With 25 Illus- 
trations by W. Brunton and E. C. Barnes. 

^The amusing letterpress is profusely interspersed with the jingling rhymes 
which children love and learn so easily, Messrs, Brunton and Barnes do full 
justice to the writet's meaning, and apleasanter result of the harmonious co- 
operation of author and artist could not be desired.'*— Timrs. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, yj. 6d» 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous 

Works, including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns, 
and Hoaxes. Witib a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Fac- 
similes, and Illustrations. 

Demy Svo, clotb. extra, izs.dd, 

Hueffe^s The Troubadours: 

A History of Proven9al Life and Literature in the Middle Ages. 

By Francis Hueffer. 

^— ^^^-— •-^— ^— ^— ^^^— ^^^— ^ — — 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7j. 

Home's Orion: 

An Epic Poem, in Three Books. By Richard Hengist Horne* 

Tenth Edition. 

" Orion will be admitted, 3y every man of genius, to be one of the noblest, if not 
the very noblest, PoetictU work of the age. Its defects are trivial and conventtoneU^ 
its beauties intrinsic and supreme,** — ^Edgar Allan Fob. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7j. (id, 

HowelVs The Conflicts of Capital and 

Labour, Including Chapters on the History of Guilds ; Trades 
Unions ; Apprentices ; Technical Education ; Intimidation and 
Picketing ; Restraints on Trade ; Strikes — their Objects, Aims, and 
Results ; Trade Councils ; Arbitration ; Co-operation ; Friendly 
Societies ; the Labour Laws, &c. By George Howell, Author 
of **A Handy Book of the Labour Laws," late Parliamentary 
Secretary to the Trades Unions of Great Britain. 

Atlas folio, half morocco, gilt, £$ 51. 

The Italian Masters : 

Autotype Facsimiles of Original Drawings in the British Museum. 

With Critical and Descriptive Notes, Biographical and ArtistiCy 

by J. COMYNS Carr. 
'* This splendid volume, , , Mr, Cartas choice of examples has Been dictaUd 
by wide knowledge and fine tact, . , The majority have been reproduced with 
remarkable accuracy. Qf the criticism which accompanies the drawings we havt 
ftot hitherto spoken, but it is this which gives the book its special value!* — Pall 
Mall Gazbttb. 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6jr. 

yeux d' Esprit^ 

Written and Spoken, of the Later Wits and Humourists. Collected 
and Edited by Henry S. Leigh. 

*' This thoroughly congenial Piece qf work • • • . Mr, Leigh* s claim to Praise it 
threefold i he has performed the duty of taster with care and judgment; he has 
restored many stolen or strayed bons-mots to their rightful owners ; and he hat 
e xercised his editorial functions delicately and sparmgly.**—'DKii.\ Telegraph. 

Two Vols. 8vo, with 52 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 141. 

yosephus's Complete Works. 

Translated by Whiston. Containing both " The Antiquities of 
the Jews," and " The Wars of the Jews." 

Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 6j. 

Kavanaghs' Pearl Fountain^ 

And other Fairy Stories. By Bridget and Julia Kavanagh. 
With Thirty Illustrations by J. MovR Smith. 

** Genuine new fairy stories of the old type, some of them as delightful as ih4 
best of Grimm's * Cerman Popular Stories? .... For the most part, tht 
stories are downright, thorough-going fairy stories of the most admirable kind^ 
.... Mr, Moyr Smith's illustrations, too, are admirable. Look at thai 
white rabbit. Anyone would see at the first glance that he is a rabbit with a 
mind, and a very uncommon mind too— that he is a fairy rabbit, and that he it 
posing as chief adviser to some one— without reading even a word of the storv. 
Again, notice the fairy-like effect of the little picture of the fairy-bird* Dotii' 
forget-me,' flying away back into fairy-land. A more perfectly dream-like im* 
pression of fairy-land has hardly been given in any illustration of fairy tales 
within our knowleds^e,** — Spectator. 
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Small 8to, cloth extra, y. 

Lamb 's Poetry for Children^ and Prince 

Dorus, Carefblly reprinted from miiqae copies. 

" Th* fmaini and deHg^kt/ul little book, ever the recovery of which all the hearts 
qf his levers are yet warm with rejoicing** — Mr. Swinbusnb, in U»e ATHSNiEUM. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portraits, yj. 6</. 

Lamb's Complete Works, 

In Prose and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with 
many Pieces hitherto unpublished. Eldited, with Notes and In- 
troduction, by R. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Fao- 
simile of a page of the " Essay on Roast Pig." 

**A complete edition of LatnVs writings, in ^ose and verse, has long been 
wanted, and is now suMied, The editor appears to have taken great paint 
U bring together Lamb s scattered contributions, and his collection contains a 
number of pieces which are nova reproduced for the first time since their orighud 
etppearance in various old periodicals " — Saturday Kevibw. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, lar. 6d, 

Mary & Charles Lamb: 

Their Poems, Letters, and Remains. With Reminiscences and 

Notes by W. Carew Hazlitt. With Hancock's Portrait of 

the Essayist, Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First Editions 

of Lamb's and Coleridge's Works, and numerous Illustrations. 

•• Very manypassmges will delight those fond of literary tri/hs; hardly any 
Portion will/ail in interest for lovers of Charles Lamb and ku sister, "—Standard. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Maps and Illustrations, i&r. 

Lamont 's Yachting in the Arctic Seas; 

or. Notes of Five Voyages of Sport and Discovery in the Neigh- 
bourhood of Spitzbergen and Novaya Zemlya. By James Lamont, 
F.R.G.S. With numerous full-page Illustrations by Dr. Livesay. 

** After wading through numberless volumes of icy fiction, concocted narrativep 
mnd furious biography of Arctic voyagers, it is pleasant to meet with a real and 
genuine volume, . . He shows much tact in recounting his adventures, and 
they are so interspersed with anecdotes and information as to make them anything 
hut wearisome, . . . The book, its a whole, is the most important addition 
made to our Arctic literature for a long /Mwr."— Athbn^um. 

Crown Svo, cloth gilt, ^s, 6d, 

Latter-Day Lyrics : 

Poems of Sentiment and Reflection by Living Writers ; selected 
and arranged, with Notes, by W. Davenport Adams. With a 
Note " On some Old French Forms of Verse " by Austin Dobson. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, %$, td, 

Lee's More Glimpses of the World Unseen. 

Edited hy the Rev. Frederick George Lee, D.C.L., Vicar of 
All Saints', Lambeth; Editor of "The Other World; or, 
Glimpses oa the Supernatural," &c. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 71. 6(/. 

Life in London ; 

or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With 
the whole of Cruikshank's Illustrations, in Colours, after die 
Originals. 

Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, \s, 6d, 

Linton 's yoshua Davidson^ 

Christian and Communist. By E. Lynn Linton. Sixth Edition, 
with a New Preface. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^s, 6d, 

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works. 

Includmg "Outre Mer,'' "Hyperion," " Kavanagh," "The 
Poets and Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood." With Portrait 
and Illustrations by Valentine Bromley. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7^. td. 

Ij>ngfellow 's Poetical Works. 

Carefully Reprinted fron^ the Original Editions. With numerous 

fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 
•* Mr, Longfellow has for many years been the best known and the most read <f 
American poets : and his popularity is of the right kind, and rifhtly and fairly 
won. He has not stooped to catch attention by artifice^ nor strtven to force it hy 
violence. His works have faced the test of parody and burlesque {which in these 
days is almost the common lot af writif^ of any mark), ana have come off un- 
harmed."^SATVRDAV Review. ____^__ 

The Eraser Portraits. — Demy 4to, cloth gilt and gilt edges, with 

83 characteristic Portraits, 3IJ. 6d. 

Maclise's Gallery of Illustrious Literary 

Characters, With Notes by Dr. Maginn. Edited, with copious 
Additional Notes, by William Bates, B.A. 

" One of the most interesting volumes of this year's literature,**— ^ivas, 
" Deserves a place on every drawing-room table, and may not unfitly be removed 
from the drawing-room to the /tgywyy.**— Spectator. ^ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Tlustrations, 2J. &/. 

Madre Natura v. The Moloch of Fashion. 

By Luke Limner. With 32 Illustrations by the Author. 
Fourth Edition, revised and enlarged. 

** Agreeably written and amusingly illustrated. Common sense and erudition 
are brought to bear on the subjects discussed in it,** — Lancet. 
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Magna Charta. 

An enct Facsimile of die Onginal Docnment in the British 
Mnsemi, printed on fine f^ate paper, neailj 3 feet long by 2 feet 
wide, with the Aims and Seals of the Baroos emblazoned in Gold 
andCokNm. 
*J^ A fan Translation, with Notes, on a large sheet, 6d. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, yj. 6iL 

Maid of Norway (The). 

Translated from the German by Mrs. Bulkbeck. With Pen and 
Ink Sketches of Norw^;ian Scenery. 

NEW COPYRIGHT WORK BY MARK TWAIN, 
Post 8to, illustrated boards, 2J. 

An Idle Excursion, and other Papers. 

By Ma&k Twain. 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, with lUustrations, 7 j. 6^. 

Mark Twain 's Adventures of TomSawyer. 

With One Hundred Illastrations. 
" A book to Ar read. There is a certain freshness and novelty ahout it, a frac^ 
tically romantic character ^ so to speak , whtck will make it very attractive.**'— 
Sfbctatob. 

%• Also a Popular Edition, post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2S. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illastrations, 7j. dd. 

Mark Twain 's Choice Works. 

Revised and Corrected throughout by the Author. With Life, 
Portrait, and numerous Ulustrations. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2j. 

Mark Twain's Pleasure Trip on the 

Continent of Europe, ("The Innocents Abroad," and "The 
New Pilgrim's Progress.") 

Two Vols, crown 8vo, cloth extra, i&r. 

Marston's (Dr. Westland) Dramatic 

and Poetical Works, Collected Library Edition. 
•* The * Patrician's Daughter* is an oasis in the desert of modem dramatic 
literature^ a real emanation of mind. We do not recollect emy modem work in 
which states of thought are so freeljf developed^ except the * Torguato Tasso ' qf 
Goethe. The play is a work of art in the same sense that a play of Sophocles is a 
work of art ; it is one simple idea in a state of gradual development . . . ' The 
Favourite of Fortune* u one of the most important additions to the stock iff 
English prose comedy that has been made during the present ceHtury,*'~-TiUBS, 
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Crown 8vOy cloth extra, 8x. 

Marston 's (Philip B.) All in All: 

Poems and Sonnets. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8j. 

Marston 's (Philip B.) Song Tide, 

And other Poems. Second Edition. 

Handsomely half-bound, India Proofs, royal folio, £\o ; Large Paper 
copies. Artists' India Proofs, elephsmt folio, jf 20. 

Modem Art : 

A Series of superb Line Engravings, firmn the Works of Distin- 

giishdd Painters of the English and Foreign Schools, selected 
om Galleries and Private Collections in Great Britain. With 
descriptive Text by James Dafforne. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, gilt edges, 7^. 6^. 

Muses of May fair : 

Vers de Soci^t^ of the Nineteenth Century. Including Selections 
from Tennyson, Browning, Swinburne, Rossetti, Jean 
Ingelow, Locker, Ingoldsby, Hood, Lytton, C. S. C; 
Landor, Austin Dobson, &c. Edited by H. C. Pennell. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6j., a New and Cheaper Edition of 

The New Republic; 

or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an English Country Housei 
By W. H. Mallock. 

*' The great charm of^ the book lies in the clever and artistic way the dialogue 
is managed, and the diverse and various expedients by which, whilst the love of 
thought on ever^ page is kept at a high pitch, it never loses its realistic aspect, 
, , . It is giving high praise to a work of this sort to say that it absomtelv, 
needs to be taken as a whole, and that disjointed extracts here and there would 
entirely fail to convey any id^a of the artistic unity, the careful and conscientious 
sequence of what is evidently the brilliant outcome of much patient thought and 
study. . . . Enough has now been said to recommend these volumes to any 
reader who desires something above thS usual novel, something which will open 
up lanes of thought in his own mind, and insensibly introduce a higher standard 
into his daily ufe. , . . Here is novelty indeed, as well as originaUty, and 
to anyone who can appreciate or understand *The New RepubUCt it cannot 
fail to be a rare treat?* — Observer. 

*»* The Original Edition, in Two Vols, crown Svo, 21s., may also 
he had. 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 9J. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. Comyns Carr. With Illustrations by Randolph 
Caldecott. 
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MOORE'S HITHERTO UNCOLLECTED WRITINGS. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Frontispiece, 9^. 

Prose and Verse — Humorous, Satirical^ 

and Sentimental— by THOMAS MOORE, Including Suppressed 
Passages from the Memoirs of Lord Bjrron. Chiefly from the 
Author's MSS., and all hitherto Inedited and Uncollected. Edited, 
with Notes, by Richard Herne Shepherd. 

•' Hitherto Thomas Moore has been mostly regarded as one of the lighter writers 
merely — a sentimental poet par excellence, in whom the * rapture of love and of 
mine determined him strictly to certain modes of sympatfw and of utterance, and 
these to a large extent of a slightly artificial character. This volume will serve to 
show him in other^ and certainly as attractive ^ aspects, while, at the satne time, 
enabling us to a considerable extent to see how faithfully he developed himself on 
the poetical or fanciful side. . . . This is a book which claims, as it ought to 
obtain, various classes of readers^ and we trust titat the very mixed elements of 
interest in it may not conflict with its obtaining them. For the lightest recuUr 
there is much to enjoy ; for the most thoughtful something to ponder over; dnd the 
thanks of both are due to editor and publisher alike." — Nonconformist. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette JPortraits, price 6s. per Vol. 

The Old Dramatists : 

Ben Jonson's Works. ^^ll^""^ , ^?t^^^"^ n^^\^- 

•^ burnb ; Vol. III. the Transla- 

tions of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

Marlowe* s Works. 

Including his Translations. Eklit- 
ed, with Notes and Introduction, 
by Col. Cunningham. One Vol. 

Massinger^s Plays. 

From the Text of William 
Gifford. With the addition of 
the Tragedy of " Believe as you 



With Notes, Critical and Ex- 
planatory, and a Biographical 
Memoir by William Gifford. 
Edited by Col. Cunningham. 
Three Vols. 

Chapman* s Works. 

Now First Collected. Complete 
in Three Vols. Vol. I. contains 
the Plays complete, including the 
doubtful ones ; Vol. II. the 



Poems and Minor Translations, List." Edited by Col. CuN- 
with an Introductory Essay by I ningham. One Vol. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

O'Shaughnessy's (Arthur) An Epic of 

Women^ and other Poems. Second Edition. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, \os. 6d. 

O 'Shaughnessy 's Lays of France. 

(Founded on the *' Lajrs of Marie.") Second Edition. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 7^. 6^. 

O'Shaughnessy 's Music and Moonlight : 

Poems and Sones. 

Crown 8vo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, 2j. td. 

Old Point Lace, and How to Copy and 

Imitate It. By Daisy Waterhouse Hawkins. With 17 
Illustrations by the Author. 



j.j:BB 
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Crown 8yo, carefully printed on creamy paper, and tastefully 
bound in cloth for the Library, price dr. each. 

The Piccadilly Novels: 

Antonina, By Wilkib Collins. 

Illustrated by Sir J. Gilbert and Alfred Concanen. 

Basil. By Wilkib Collins. 

Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert and J. Mahoney. 

Hide and Seek, By wilkib Collins. 

Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert and J. Mahoney. 

The Dead Secret. By wilkib coluns. 

Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert and H. Furniss. 

Queen of Hearts. By Wilkib Collins. 

Illustrated by Sir J. Gilbert and A. Concanen. 

My Miscellanies. By Wilkie Collins. 

With Steel Portrait, and Illustrations by A. Concanen. 

The Woman in White. By Wilkie Collins. 

Illustrated by Sir J. Gilbert and F. A. Fraser. 

The Moonstone. By Wilkie Collins. 

Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and F. A. Fraser. 

Man and Wife. By wilkie Collins. 

Illustrated by William Small. 

Poor Miss Finch. By Wilkie Collins. 

Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and Edward Hughes. 

Miss or Mrs. f By wilkib Collins. 

Illustrated by S. L. Fildes and Henry Woods. 

The New Magdalen. By wilkie Colons. 

Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and C. S. Rands. 

The Frozen Deep. By Wilkie Collins. 

Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and J. Mahoney. 

The Law and the Lady. By Wilkib Collins. 

Illustrated by S. L. Fildes and Sydney Hall. 

The Two Destinies. By Wilkib Collins. 

%* Also a POPULAR EDITION of WILKIB COLLINS'S 
NOVELS, post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Felicia. By M. Betham-Edwards. 

With a Frontispiece by W. Bowles. 




poetry than/rom ^ose fiction. Few works in modem fiction stand ets high 
estimation as this.'*— Svsday Timbs. 

Olympia. By r. e. Francillon. 
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The Piccadilly Nqvels— continued. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. By Thomas hardy. 

Fated to be Free* By Jean ingelow. 

The Queen of Connaught. By Harriett jay. 

The Dark Colleen. By Harriett Jay. 

** A novel which posusses the rare a$tdvahiahU qualify of novelty. . . . The 
tcenery will be strange to most readers, and in many passages the aspects of Nature 
are very cleverly described. Moreover, the book is a study of a very curious and 
interesting state ofsodefy, A novel which no novelreader should mtss, and which 
people who generally shun novels nu^ enjoy."— Satuildav Review. 

Patricia Kemball. By e. Lynn Linton. 

With Frontispiece by G. Du Maurier. 
" Displays genuine humour, as well as keen social observation. Enough gratis 
portraiture and witty observation to furnish materials for half-ordoMen novels ^ 
ihs ordinary kind.'''-SATVKDAV Review. 

The Atonement of Learn Dundas. By e, Lynn Linton. 

With a Frontispiece by Henry Woods. 
•• In her narrowneu and her depth, in her boundless loyalty, her selfforgtUing 
passion, that exclusiveness of love which is akin to cruelty, and th£ Jiorce 
humility which is vicarious pride, Leam Dundas is a striking figure. In one 
quality the authoress has in some measure surpassed herself^— -yaul M au, Gaz. 

The Waterdale Neighbours, By Justin McCarthy. 

My Enemy's Daughter. By Justin McCarthy. 

Linley Rochford. By Justin McCarthy. 

A Fair Saxon. By Justin McCarthy. 

Dear Lady Disdain. By Justin McCarthy. 

The EvilEye^and other Stories. By Katharine s.macquoid. 

Illustrated by Thomas R. Macquoid and Percy Macquoid. 

** Cameos delicately, if not very minutely or vividly, wrought, and quite ^nish^ 
enough to give a pleasurable sense of artistic ease and faculty, A word of con*' 
mendation is merited by the illustrations.'* — Academy. 

Number Seventeen. By Henry Kingsley. 

Oakshott Castle. By Henry Kingsley. 

With a Frontispiece by Shirley Hodson. 

**A brisk and clear north wind of sentiment— -sentiment that braces instead of 
enervating— blows through all his works, and makes all their readers at once 
healthier and more glad, — Spectator. 

Open ! Sesame ! By Florence Marryat. 

Illustrated by F. A. Fraser. 
" A story which arouses and sustains the reader* s interest to a higher degrtt 
than. Perhaps, any of its author's former works,** — Graphic ^^ 

Whiteladies. By Mrs. Oliphant. 

With Illustrations by A. Hopkins and H. Woods. 
' ' A pleasant and readable book^ written with practical ease and grace, " — Tntxs. 

The Best of Husbands. By James Payn. 

Illustrated by J. MoYR Smith. 

Fallen Fortunes. By jamss Payn. 
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The Piccadilly HqyiEij&^contintied. 

Halves. By James Payn. 

With a Frontispiece by J. Mahoney. 

Walter's Word. By James Payn. 

lUustxated by J. MoYR Smith. 

What he Cost her. By James Payn. 

'* His navels are always comptendaile in the sense of art. They also possess 
another distinct claim to our liking : the girls in thent are remarkably charm' 
ing and true to nature, as most feople% we helisve^ have the good fortune to 
ohserve nature represented by girls.** — Spbctator. 

Her Mother's Darling. By Mr* J. H. riddell 

The Way we Live Now. By Anthony Trollope. 

With Illustrations. 

The American Senator. By Anthony Trollope. 

*' Mr. Trollope has a true artists idea of tonst of colour ^ of harmony : his 
pict$tres are one^ and seldom out of drawing; he never strains after effect^is 
fidelity itself in expressing English Ufe^ is never guilty qf caricature**-' 
Fortnightly Review. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. By t. a. trollops. 

** FiUl of life^ of interest^ of close observation^ and sympathy, . . . When 
Mr, Trollope paints a scene it is sure to be a scene worth painting,'*'SATVR- 
DAT Review. 

Bound to the Wheel. By John Saunders. 

Guy Waterman. By John Saunders. 

One Against the World. By John Saunders. 

The Lion in the Path. By John Saunders. 

^* A carefully written and beautiful story— a story of goodness and truth% 
which is yet as interesting as though itdtalt with the opposite qualities, , . . 
The author of this really clever story has been at great pains to work out all 
its details with elaborate conscientiousness ^ and the result is a very vivid picture 
^ the ways of life and habits of thought of a hundred and fifty years ago. 
. . . Certainly a very interesting book.** — ^Times. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. By w. Besant and James Rice. 

My Little Girl. By W. Besant and James Rice. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. By w. besant and James Rice. 

This Son of Vulcan. By W. Besant and James Rice. 

With Harp and Crown. By w. besant and James rice. 

The Golden Butterfly. By W. Besant and James Rice. 

With a Frontispiece by F, S. Walker. 

*^*The Golden Butterfly * will certainly add to the happiness of mankind, for ^ e 
dtfy anybody to read it with a gloomy counleftance,**— Times, 
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NEW NOVEL BY JUSTIN MCCARTHY. 
Two vols. 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 2if., the Second Edition of 

Miss Misanthrope. 

By Justin McCarthy, Author of "Dear Lady Disdain,*' &c. 
With 12 Illustrations by Arthur Hopkins. 

" In ' Miu Mixanthrope ' Mr, McCarthy hat added a new and deUgktful Portrait 
to his gallery of Englishwomen. . . . It is a novel which maybe sipped She 
choice wine ; it is one to linger over and ponder : io be enjoyed like^/ine, sweet air, 
or good company, for it is pervaded by a perfume of honesty and iumour, of high 
feeang, of hindiy penetrating humour, of good sense, and wide knowledge of the 
world, of a mind richly cultivated and amply sLored, There is scarcely a page in 
these volumes in which we do not find some'jine remark or felicitous reflection of 
piercings yet gentle and indul gent irony ** — Daily News. 

Mrs, LINTON'S new novel. 

Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 2ij., the Second Edition of 

The IVorld Well Lost. 

By E. Lynn Linton, Author of " Patricia Kemball," &c With 
12 Illustrations by Henry French and J. Lawson. 

" We are inclined to think that in this novel Mrs. Lynn Linton has reached es. 
h^her artistic mark than in any former one.*' — Nonconformist. 

" If Mrs, Linton had not already won a place among our foremost living novelists^ 
she would have been entitled to itby her latest work of fiction — a book of singularfy 
high and varied merit. The story rivets the attention of the reader at the outset^ 
and holds him absorbed until the close." — Scotsman. 

NEW NOVEL BY THE AUTHOR OF '* JULIETS GUARDIAN,** 

Three Vols., crown 8vo, 3IJ. 6d, 

Deceivers Ever. 

By Mrs. H. Lovett Cameron. 

Crown 8vo, red cloth, extra, 5^. each. 

Ouida 's Novels. — Uniform Edition. 

FoUe Farine. By Ouida. 
Idalia. By Ouida. 

Chandos. By ouida. 

UnderTwo Flags\ By ouida. 
Tricotrin. By Ouida. 

Cecil Castletnaini s 

Gage, By OuiDA. 

Held in Bondage. By ouida. 



Pascarel. By Ouida, 

Puck, By Ouida. 

Dog of Flanders. By ouida. 
Strathmore. By Ouida. 

Two WoodenShoeshyOxfiDA. 

Signa. By Ouida. 

In a Winter City. By Ouida. 
Ariadni, By Ouida. 



NEW NOVEL BY MR, JAMES GRANT, 
Shortly, Three Vols., crown 8vo, 3IJ. (xi. 

The Lord Hermitage. 

By James Grant, Author of " The Romance of War," &c. 
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Post 8vo, illustrated boards, %s, each. 

Cheap Editions of Popular Novels. 

[WiLKiB Collins' Novbls may also be had in cloth limp at ax. &/. See, 
too, the Piccadilly NovBLS»y^ Library Editions.'^ 

Under the Greenwood Tree, By Thomas hardy. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. By Walter Besant and James Rice- 
The Golden Butterfly. By Authors of •* Ready-Money Mortiboy." 
This Son of Vulcan, By the Authors of *' Ready-Money Mortiboy." 
My Little Girl. By the Authors of " Ready-Money Mortiboy." 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft, Authors of "Ready-Money Mortiboy.'* 
With Harp and Crown. Authors of ** Ready-Money Mortiboy." 

The Woman in White. By Wilkie Collins. 

Antonina. By Wilkie Collins. 

Basil. By Wilkie Collins. 

Hide and Seek. By Wilkie Collins. 

The Dead Secret. By Wilkie Collins. 

The Qu£en of Hearts. By wilkie Collins. 

My Miscellanies. By Wilkie Collins. 

The Moonstone. By Wilkie Collins. 

Man and Wife. By Wilkie Collins. 

Poor Miss Finch. By wilkie Collins. 

Miss or Mrs. ? By wilkie Collins. 

The New Magdalen. By wilkie Collins. 

The Frozen Deep. By wilkie Collins. 

TJte Law and the Lady. By wilkie Collins. 
Gaslight and Daylight. By George Augustus Sala. 

The Water dale Neighbours. By Justin McCarthy. 

My Enemas Daughter. By Justin McCarthy. 

Linley Rochford. By Justin McCarthy. 

A Fair Saxon. By Justin McCarthy. 

Dear Lady Disdain. By Justin McCarthy, 

An Idle Excursion. By mark twain. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By mark Twain. 
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe, m. twain. 

Oakshott Castle. By henry Kingsley. 

Bound to the Wheel. By John Saunders. 

Guy Waterman. By John Saunders. 

One Against the World. By John Saunders. 

The Lion in the Path. By John and Katherine Saunders. 
Surly Tim. By the Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's/ 
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Two Vols. 8vo, doth extra, with lUustratioiis, lOf. 6«/. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. 

Translated from the Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical* 
and a Life of Plutarch, by John and William Ljinghosns. 
New Edition, with Medallion Portraits. 

Crown 8yo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, 7^. 6</. 

Poe's Choice Prose and Poetical fVorks. 

With Baudelaire's «' Essay." 

*' Pm Mhmdt at m$tck alom amoHg" vtrse^writers at Saivator Rota among 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, p, 6d, 

The Life of Edgar Allan Poe: 

By William F. Gill. With numerous Illustrations and 
Facsimiles. 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^x. 6^. 

The Prince of Argolis: 

A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr Smith. 
Widi 130 Illustrations by the Autiior. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, \2s, 6d, 

Proctor's Myths and Marvels of Astro- 

nomy. By Richard A. Proctor, Author of " Other Worlds 
than Ours," &c 

•* Mr, Proctor y who is well and widely known for his faculty of jkfpularisistg the 

latest results of the science^ of which he is a mastery has brottght together in these 

fascinating chapters a curious collection of popular beliefs concerning ditnnation fy 

the starsy the influences of the moony the destination of the cometsy the consteUaHott 

figures y and the habitation of other worlds than ours.^* — Daily News. 

" The reader who begins this charming volume — a dozen chapters to as imas^ 
instances of erroneous observation or superstitions credulity — will hardly fail Uf 
peruse it to the endJ'-^itAPHic. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5^. 

Prometheus the Fire-Giver : 

An attempted Restoration of the Lost First Part of the Trilogy 
of iEschylus. 

" Another illustration of that classical revival which is due in no snteUl degree 
to the influence of Mr. Swinburne, , . . Much really fine writing^ and mtsich 
appreciation of the j/Eschylean spirit.**— Home News. 

•* IVell written in parts— softy spirited, and vigorous, according to requirentent,*' 
QIllustratbd London News. 
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Crown 8yOy cloth extra, with Portrait and Facsimile, I2s, 6d, 

The Final Reliques of Father Prout. 

Collected and Edited, from MSS. supplied by the family of the 
Rev. Francis Mahony, by Blanchard Jerrold. 

In Two Series, small 4to, blue and gold, gilt edges, 6j. each. 

Puniana ; 

or. Thoughts Wise and Other- Why's. A New Collection of 
Riddles, Conundrums, Jokes, Sells, &c In Two Series, each 
containing 3000 of the best Riddles, 10,000 most outrageous Puns, 
and upwsmls of Fifty beautifully executed Drawings by the Editor, 
the Hon. Hugh Rowley. Each Series is Complete in itself. 

"^ witty t droll, and most amusing work, ^ro/usefy and elegantly illustrated,*' 
—Standard. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, yx. 6d, 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; 

or. Heraldry founded upon Facts. A Popular Guide to the 
Science of Heraldry. By J. R. Planch^ Esq., Somerset 

Herald. With Coloured Frontispiece, Plates, and 200 lUustrations. 

■ ■ » 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7^. 6(L 

Rabelais' JVorks, 

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, and 
nimierous Characteristic Illustrations by Gustave DorA. 

Crown 8vo, doth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, 7x. 6^., a New Edition of 

Rambosson 's Astronomy. 

By J. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute of France. Trans- 
lated by C. B. Pitman. Profusely Illustrated. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 

Red-Spinner's By Stream a7id Sea : 

A Book for Wanderers and Anglers. By William Senior 
(Red-Spinner). 

** Mr, Senior has long been known as an interesting and original essc^ist. He is 
a keen observer, a confessed lover o/^ * the gentle sport* and combines with a fine 
^turesque touch a quaint and effuient humottr. A II these qualities come out in a 
fHOst attractive manner in this delightful volume. . . . It is pre-eminently a 
brightandbreesy book t full of nature and odd out-of-the-way references. . . We 
can conceive of no better book for the holiday tour ortheseaside.— Nonconformist. 

** Very delightful reading; just the sort of book which an angler or a rambler 
will be ^lad to have in the side pocket of his jacket. Altogether, * £^ Stream and 
Sea ' is one of the best books of its kind which we have come across for many a long 
diw."— Oxford University Hbrald. 
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Handsome! J printed, price 51. 

The Roll of Battle Abbey ; 

or, A List of the Principal Wairiois who came over from Nor- 
mandj with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Coontiy, 
A.D. 1066-7. Prii^tod on fine plate paper, neaily three feet by 
two, with die principal Anns emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 

In 4to, rery hsmdsomely printed, extra gold doth, I2s, 

The Roll of Caerlaverock. 

The Oldest Heraldic RoQ ; including the Original Anglo-Norman 
Poem, and an English Translation of the MS. in the British 
Mnsenm. By Thomas Wright, M.A. The Arms emblazoned 
in Gold and Coloois. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, 7^. fidf. 

Memoirs of the Sanson Family : 

Seven Generations of Executioners. By Henri Sanson. Trans- 
lated from the French, with Introduction, by Camillb Barr^re. 

** A faithful translation, of this curicns worh, which will certainly rt^y perusal 
^•nsi on the prmmd ^ Us being full of horrors, for the original auMor seems to 
be rather aJtoMud «(f the techmcal eu^ect of his profession, and is commendahly 
reticent as to its detaits, but because it contains a Juad account of the most notable 
causes cGl^hret from the time of Louis XIV, to a period within the memory of 
Persons stiU living. . . . Can scarcely fail to be extremely entertaining.** — 

DaILV TgLEGRAFH. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 41, 6d, each. 

The " Secret Out " Series. 



The Art of Amusing: 

A Collection of Graceful Arts, 
Games, Tricks, Puzzles, and Cha- 
rades. By Frank Bellew. 300 
Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : 

Very Easy Tridcs, Very Difficult 
Tricks, White Magic. Sleight of 
Hand. Edited by W. H. Cre- 
MER. 200 Illustrations. 

Magkiatis Own Book : 

Performances with Cups and Balls, 
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. 
All from Actual Experience. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. aoo 
Illustrations. 



Magic No Mystery : 

Tricks with Cs^ Dice, Balls, 
&a, with fully descriptive Direc- 
tions ; the Art of Secret Writing ; 
the Training of Performing Ani- 
mals, &c. A^th Coloured Fron- 
tispiece and many Illustrations. 

The Merry Circle : 

A Book of New Intellectual Games 
and Amusements. By Clara 
Bellew. Many Illustrations. 

The Secret Out : 

One Thousand Tricks with Cards, 
and other Recreations ; with En- 
tertaining Experiments in Draw- 
ing-room or " White Magic." E^ 
W. H. CREBtER. 30oEngravings> 



NEW VOLUME OF THE *' SECRET OUT'' SERIES, 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, .with numerous Plates, 4J. 6d. 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury ; 

or, Complete Art of Making Fireworks. By Thomas Kent. 



I 
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In reduced facsimile, small 8vo, half Roxburghe, los. &/. 

The First Folio Shakespeare. 

Mr. William Shakespeare's Comedies, Histories, and Trage^ 
dies. Published according to the true Origruiall Copies. London, 
Printed by Isaac Iaggard and Ed. Blount, ' 1623. — An exact 
Reproduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile 
by a photographic process — ensuring the strictest accuracy in every 
detail. A full Prospectus wiU be sent upon application, 

" To Messrs. Chatto and Windus belongs the nterit of having done more to 
facilitate the critical study of the text of our great dramatist than all the Shake" 
speare clubs and societies Put together, A complete facsimile of the celebrated 
First Folio edition of 1623 for half-a-guinea is at once a miracle of cheapness and 
enterprise. Being in a reduced form, the tvpe is necessarily rather diminutive , 
but it is as distinct as in a genuine copy of the original^ and will be found to be as 
useful and far more handy to the student than the latter." — ^Athbn^um. 

Post 8vo, with Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt edges, i&r. 

The Lansdowne Shakespeare. 

Beautifully printed in red and black, in small but very clear type. 
With engraved facsimile of Droeshout*s Portrait, and 37 b^utifiil 
Steel Plates, after Stothard. 

Two Vols, crown 8vo, cloth extra, i8j. 

The School of Shakspere. 

Including ** The life and Death of Captain Thomas Stukeley," 
with a Sfew Life of Stucley, from Unpublished Sources ; " No- 
body and Somebody," " Histriomastix," "The Prodig^ Son," 
"Jack Drum's Entertainement," "A Warning for Fair Women," 
with Reprints of the Accounts of the Murder ; and "Faire Em." 
Edited, with Introductions and Notes, and an Account of Robert 
Green and his Quarrels with Shakspere, by Richard Simpson, 
B. A., Author of " The Philosophy of Shakspere's Sonnets," " The 
Life of Campion," &c. With an Introduction by F. J. Furnivall. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7j. dd. 

Signboards : 

Their History, With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Re- 
markable Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camden 
HoTTEN. With nearly 100 Illustrations. 

" Evett. if we were ever so maliciously inclined, we could not pick out aUMessrt, 
Larwood and Hotten's plums, because the good things are so numerous as to defy 
the most wholesale depredation." — ^Timbs. 

Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2s, 6d, 

The Smoker 's Text-Book. 

By J. Hamer, F.R,S,L. 
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Crown Sto, doth extn, gilt, with lo fiin-psge Tinted 

mnstiatioiis, 7^. 6iL 

Sheridan's Complete IVorks, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Indnding his Dramatic Writings^ 
printed from the Original Editions, his Works in Prc»e and 
roetiy. Translations^ Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. ; with a Collec* 
tion of Sheridaniana. 

** 7X# idiUrhm* hrmght Ugetker within a managtabl* am^ass nei enfy tki 
stoen pli^9 by i4ic4 Sluridan is best Jbtaum, but a coUecticm. aUp sf his poetiaU 
^Uus whsdt mrs less famtiHa rie tkej^ublie, sketches e/nH fini sh ed dramas^ seUcHtns 
fremi his rep^t ' ted witticiswu, ami extracts /rem his frtnci^al speeches. To these 
is prefixed a skert but weU^written. metmatr, giving the ckuf facts in Sheridasis 
literary and po lit i c a l career ; so that, with this xwlnme in his hand, the student 



\y consider himself tolerably well furnished with all that is necessary for 
general co m p re h ension of the subject if it,"^ Pau. Maix Gazkttb. 

Crown 8yo, cloth extra, gilt, 6j. 6^. 

The Slang Dictionary : 

Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. An Entirely New 
Edition, reiosed throughout, and considerably Enlarged. 

** We arefiadtoseetheSlatig Dictionary reprinted atul enlarged. Froma ^h 
scientific ^etnt of view this boMt is not to be despised. Of course it amnot feulto 
be amnststg also. It contains the very vocabulary of unrestrained humour^ and 
oddity t emdgrotesqueness. In a word, it provides valuable material both for the 
student qfumguage and the student of human Mi/«rv."— Acadbmt. 

Crown 4to, uniform with *' Chaucer for Children," with Coloured 

Illustrations, cloth gilt, los, 6d, 

Spenser for Children. 

By M. H. TowRY. With Illustrations in Colours by Waxter 
J. Morgan. 

" In these transcripts the writer has endeavoured to preserve the thoughts and 
language of Spenser, while presenting the tales in a simple and continuous form.. 
The worh of one of our greatest poets has not been approached in an irreverent 
spirit t nor with ar^ intention tf vulgarizing his fictions ly relating them in a 
familiar and mocking manner— a style too of tin supposed to be that most attractive 
to the young." 

Imperial 4to, containing 150 beautifully-finished full-page Engravings 
and Nine Vignettes, all tinted, and some illuminated in gold and 
colours, half-morocco, £^ ^, 

Slot hard's Monumental Effigies of Great 

Britain, With Historical Description and Introduction by John* 
Kempe, F. S. a. a New Edition, with a large body of Additional 
Notes by John Hewitt. 

*^ A few Large Paper copies, royal folio, with the anns illuminated 
in gold and colours, and the plates very carefully finished in body-colours^ 
heightened with gold in the very finest style, half-morocco, £1$ i$s. 
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Crown 8yo, doth extra, 9^. 

Stedman 's Victorian Poets : 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarence Stedman. 

" We o%tgki to he thankful to those who do critical work with comietetU skill 
and understanding, with honesty 0/ purpose, and with diligence and thoroughness 
of execution. And Mr. Stedman, having chosen to work tn this line, deserves thg 
thanks of English scholars by those queuitiesand by something mare; .... 
ho is faithful, studious, and discerning." ^Satvkd ay Rbvibw. 

Large Svo, half-Roxburghe, with Illustrations, price 9^. 

Stow 'S' Survey of London. 

Edited by W. J. Thoms, F.S.A. A New Edition, with Copper- 
plate Illustrations. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 71. 6d. 

Swiff s Choice JVorks, 

in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of 
the Maps in the Original Edition of "Gulliver's Travels." 

•• jr^j^ < 'p^ ^^ 'p^t ^^ ,•„ ^^ apprehension, the masterpiece of Swift; 
certainly Rabelau has nothing superior, even in invention, nor anything so cow- 
densed, so pointed, so full of real meaning, tf biting satire, of felicitous tmalogy. 
The * Battle of the Books ' is such an improvement on the similar combat in the 
Lutrin, that we can hardly own it as an imitation.'* — Hallam. 

*' Swift*s reputation as a Poet has been in a manner obscured by the greater splen- 
dour, by the natural force and inventive genius, of his prose writings ; but, tf he 
had never written either the * Tale of a Tub* or * Gulliver's Travels,* his name 
merely as a poet would have come down to us, and have gone down to posterity^ 
with weU-eamed honours.** — Hazlitt. 

Mr. Swinburne's Works : 

The Queen Mother and 

Rosamond, Fcap. 8vo, 5^. 

Atalanta in Calydon. 

A New Edition. Crown Bvo, 6s. 

Chastelard. 

A Tragedy. Fcap. Bvo, 75. 

Poems and Ballads. 

Fcap. Bvo, 9f. 

Notes on ^^Poems and 

Ballads,** Bvo, is, ' 

William Blake: 

A Critical Essay. With Facsimile 
Paintings. Demy Bvo, idr. 

Songs before Sunrise. 

Crown Bvo, zor. td. 



Bothwell: 

A Tragedy. Two Vols, crown 
Bvo, 12s, td, 

George Chapman : 

An Essay. Crown Bvo, yx. 

Songs of Two Nations. 

Crown Bvo, dr. 

Essays and Studies. 

Crown Bvo, 12s, 

Erechtheus : 

A Tragedy. Crown Bvo, 6s, 

Note of an English Re-^ 

publican on the Muscovite Cm^ 
sade, Bvo, z^. 

A Note on CharlotteBront^. 

Crown Bvo, 6s, 
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MR, SW/NBURA^E'S NEW WORK. 
Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 9^. 

Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Bj Algernon Charles Swinburne. 

*^ Also in fcap. 8vo, at same price, uniform with the First 
S eries . 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 3x. &/. 

RossettVs (JV. M.) Criticism upon Swin- 

bum/s ** Poems and Ballads.*^ 

Crown 8yo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yj. (mL 

St ruffs Sports and Pastimes of the 

PeopU of England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recrea- 
tions, May Crimes, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, 
and Pompous Spectacles, from the £arliest Period to the Present 
Time. With 140 Illustrations. Edited by William Hone. 

♦^* A few Large Paper Copies, with an extra set of Copperplate 
lUnstrations, carefully Coloured by Hand, from the Originals, 50ir. 

Medium 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^5, 6d, 

Dr. Syntax 's Three Tours, 

in Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and in 
Search of a Wife. With the whole of Rowlandson's droll page 
Illustrations, in Colours, and Life of the Author by J. C. Hotten. 

Large post 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt top, with Illustrations, \2s. 6d. 

Thackerayana : 

Notes and Anecdotes Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches by 
William Makepeace Thackeray, depicting Humorous Inci- 
dents in his School-life, and Favourite Cha^cters in the books of 
his everyday reading. With Hundreds of Wood Engravings and 
Five Coloured Plates, from Mr. Thackeray's Original Drawings. 

** // would have been a real loss to hibUogra^hical literature had copyright 
MMculHes deprived the general public of this very amusing coll^tien. Ont qf 
Thacherays habits, from his schholboy days, was to ornament the margins emd. 
blank P«^» of the books he had m use with caricature illustrations ef their 
contents. This gave special value to the sale of his library, and is almost cause 
for regrret that it could not have been preserved in its integrity. Thackeray t 
place in^ literature is eminent enough to have made this an interest to future 
generations. The anonymous editor has done the best that he could to compete^ 
sate for tne lack of this. It is an admirable addendum, not only to his collectul 
works, but also to any memoir of him that has been, or that is likely to it. 
written.**— British Quartbrly Rkvikw. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 7j. 6d, 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle of In^ 

doUnce. With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by Allan 
Cunningham, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 
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Two Vols, crown 8vo, cloth boards, \%s, ; Large Paper copies 

(only 50 printed), 36J. 

Cyril Tourneur's Collected IVorks^ 

Plays and Poems. Edited, with Critical Introduction and Notes, 
by J. Churton Collins. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Illustrations, 71. (id, 

y. M. IV. Turner's Life and Correspond^ 

itue. Founded upon Letters and Papers fumbhed by his Friends 
and fellow Academicians. By Walter Thornbury. A New 
Edition, considerably Enlarged, With numerous Illustrations 
in Colours, facsimiled from Turner's original Drawings. 

Taine's History of English Literature. 

Translated by Henry Van Laun. Four Vols, small 8vo, 30J. 

\* Also a New and Cheaper Edition, in Two Vols., crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 15s. 

Small 8vo, cloth gilt, with Portrait, dr. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. 

A Study. By H. A. Page, Author of "The Life of Thomas 
De Quincey," &c 

Extract from Prkfack.— ** The nature-imtinct in TMareav was so siromf 
tkat, as I believe^ it may even do something to aid in the interpretation of certain 
phenomena of so distant a period as the Middle Age. I see a kind of real likeness 
between this so-called * Stoic* of America, with his unaffected love for the slave , his 
wonderful sympathies and attractions for the lower creatures, his simplicities, 
emd his liking for the labour of the hand, and that St. Francis whose life has 
recently been made fresh and real tousbv the skilful pen of Mrs. Oliphant, All I 
claim for Thoreau is a disinterested mul not a onesided and pnjuaiced hearisig* 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^s, 6d, 

Timbs' Clubs and Club Life in London. 

With Anecdotes of its famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and 
Taverns. By John Times, F.S.A. With numerous Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with lUustrations, 71. &/. 

Timbs' English Eccentrics and Ec- 
centricities: Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Delusions, Impos- 
tures, and Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes, 
Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, &c. By John 
Times, F.S.A. With nearly 50 Illustrations. 
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OkVoL cfovB 8ro^ dodi cxtia, 71. €^1 

T'iWf Taylor' s Historical Plays. 

••Oancaity,- "Teaiiiicd*Aic» -Twixt Axe and Cfown," " 
Fool's Revow^^ "Adnrrigiit's Wiie^" " Anae Bdern," ''xiu.. 
andPasiaoI' 

\* The Pligrs msy also be had separately, at is. each. 
Cnmn 420^ faalf-Roodiiiiglie^ I2f. €^ 

Vagabondiana ; 

Off Atcdofci of Mfiidifaat WandereB through tiie Streets of 
LoMwioa ; yMk Poitnuts of die most Remaricable^ dnwB from the 
life hfJoHM Thomas Smith, late Keeper of the Prints in the 
British Mwc— ■ Wldi Intiodactioa bj Fkancis Douck, and 
De wj r ipti fc Tett. WiOk the Woodcnts and the 32 Pktes, from 
die ongiiiial Copp cifc 



Laige crown 8to^ doth aatiqae» with lUnstzatiaos, Js. 6tL 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler ; 

or. The ContenndatiYe Man's Recreation : being a Disconxse of 
RiireE^ Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written b^IzAAK Walton ; 
and Instractions how to Angle for a Tnmt or dating in a dear 
Stream, bjr Chaeles Cotton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harms Nicola8, and 61 Copperplate HlnstraticMis. 

CarefriUj printed on paper to imitate the Qrigiaa], 22 in. by 14 in., 2s* 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. 

An exact Facsimile of this important Docnment, with the Fifty* 
nine Signatnres of the Regiddes, and correspon<ting Seals. 

Beantifrdly printed on paper to imitate the Original MS., price 2f. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Q. of Scots. 

An exact Facsimile, indoding the Signature of Queen Elizabeth, 
and a Facsimile of the Great SeaL 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. 6<L 

Wright's Caricature History of the 

Georges. ( The House of JIafuver, ) With 400 Pictures, Caricatures, 
Squibs, Baoadsides, Window Pictures, &c By Thomas Wright, 
Esq., M.A., F.S.A. 

Large post 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, yx. 6(L 

Wright 's History of Caricature and of 

the Grotesque in Art^ Literature^ Sculpture^ and Paintings from 
the Earliest Times to the Present Day. By Thomas Wright, 
M. A., F.S.A. Profusely illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, F.S. A. 

J. OCDBN AND CO., PXINTKRfl, I79, 8T. JOHN STKBBT. B.C. 






